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The Changing 1928 Highways 


()" in the country the 


road builder is putting a 
non-skid, tire-grinding, surface 
under your modern, high-speed 
motor car. And in the city, 
instant start and stop take toll 
in tire rubber. 


Hood tires are built to give 
more satisfactory mileage, 
safety and comfort under these 
modern driving conditions 
imposed by higher speeds — 
smaller wheels —four wheel 
brakes — faster accelerations. 
Hood tires are worth more 
because they give more. 
Made by 


HOOD RUBBER COMPANY 
Watertown, Mass. 
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Hood tires are wortn more 


because they give more 
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HOG D> 2 THE SYMBOL OF WORLD WIDE SERVICE IN QUALITY RUBBER PRODUCTS 
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AKessibly it is natural to think of LEE of Conshohocken only as makers 
of good tires. 

Yet the products from our two big plants, such as fire and garden 
hose, surgical rubber, transmission and conveyor belts, floor cover- 
ings, tiling, matting, etc., are known and used the world over. 

23 acres of floor space are necessary to turn out the hundreds of 
rubber products which find their way unheralded into almost every 
home and factory. 

It takes a small army of craftsmen to do this work, and it takes 
technical skill of a high order to keep each item uniform and up to 
Lee standards. 

We believe no other manufacturer watches the processing of his 
product with so many meticulous laboratory analyses and road tests. 
These are Lee habits of long standing. This is your assurance that 
every tire, tube or any other LEE of Conshohocken product will stand 

LEE Shoulderbilt 


the closest scrutiny, and give the service you have a right to expect. Compared to other makes of heavy duty balloons, 
you will find the Shoulderbilts bigger, taller and 
DP LEE TIRE & RUBBER COMPANY @® oftentimes heavier. They are over over-size. The 


: , ‘ reater service to you must be obviou 
~/ Factories: Conshohocken, Pa. and Youngstown, Ohio 8 eee 


COST NO MORE TO BUY ~ MUCH LESS TO RUN 
ee 
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ON’T let summer find you tired 

this year. Forget hard pavements 
and city streets for a day or two. 
Soothe winter worn nerves by ashort 
cruise down the St. Lawrence. 


A few days on one of the luxurious 
steamers of the Canada Steamship 
Lines. . . pleasant, lazy days of sailing 
down the blue St. Lawrence to Murray 
Bay ...or Tadoussac... or the 
Saguenay... will increase your 
capacity for enjoying the summer 
and will improve your golf. It doesn’t 
take long . . . it doesn’t cost much 
- - - but it will do you a world of good. 


Write for full information. Or better 
still, come in and let us plan your trip. 


CANADA 


STEAMSHIP LINES 


715 VICTORIA SQUARE, MONTREAL, Que. 
46 YONGE STREET : ‘TORONTO, Ont. 


DETROIT, Mich.— 

419 Dime Bank Bldg. 
NEW YORK, N.Y.— 

535 Fifth Avenue 
PHILADELPHIA, Pa. 

202 Liberty Bldg. 
PITTSBURGH, Pa. 

195 Union Trust Bldg. 
ROCHESTER, N.Y.— 

705 Temple Bldg. 


BOSTON, Mass.— 

216 Old South Bidg. 
BUFFALO, N.Y.— 

Ellicott Square 
CHICAGO, IilL.— 

112 W. Adams Street 
CINCINNATI, Ohio— 

117 Dixie Terminal Bldg. 
CLEVELAND, Ohio— 

Union Trust Bldg. 








Song of a Vain Regret 


I Never loved you and it never mattered 
That all was false you ever said to me. 

Before our dream was born, dear, it was shattered— 
A thing that could not be. 


And yet our masquerade was rather pretty; 
More graceful gestures I shall never see. 

Why did we waste such art on—there’s the pity— 
A thing that could not be? 


Strange that the memory of your careless kisses 
Shadows a love of fine sincerity; 

That, having found the real, one oddly misses 
A thing that could not be. 


Strange, too, how often I have sighed and faltered 
Singing a certain foolish melody... . 
At times I almost wish that we had altered 
A thing that could not be. 
Elizabeth Dillingham. 





None But the Brave 


SoME time ago, it seems, President Coolidge approved the fol- 
lowing tipping schedule: bell boys and hotel maids, thirty 
cents a day at the most; Pullman porters, twenty-five cents; 
waiters, twenty cents a meal. 

For those rates the individual is entitled to the following 
attentions, and he or she should see that they are received. 

From the bell boy: ice (it it isn’t melted by the time it gets 
to you): your suit (two or three hours after the time you 
needed it most); windows open that you want closed; windows 
closed that you’d much prefer open; any popular selection 
whistled off-key through the teeth; various unnecessary sug- 
gestions as to ‘stationery, stimulants and amusement, and a 
dirty look. 

From the maid: total disappearance of pajamas; total dis 
appearance of soap; more towels than you can possibly use 
until it comes time to use them, when you find you haven't 
any towels at all; complete rearrangement of personal effects 
on bureau and thorough inspection of contents of bureau 
drawers (approval, ten cents extra); disappearance ot extra 
blanket ten minutes before sundown; furious agitation to st 
room to rights at any time when it is least convenient to you; 
promise to return at more propitious moment; promise never 
realized; another dirty look. 

From the Pullman porter: the dust from the hand-power 
vacuum cleaner over your trousers (skirt); your tan shots 
shined with black polish; the cinder board surreptitiously re- 
moved from your window; your berth made up some tme 
around three-thirty in the morning, and if you ever do get 
to sleep after the way he has arranged the bedding; your 
suitcase thrown off at a way station while you are mercifully 
unconscious. 

From the waiter: waiter will burst into tears of gratitude, 
making up a neat package of a dozen knives, forks and 
spoons, which he will insist you accept; will pick out the best 
coat and hat in checkroom and give them to you; will buy 
you a half-interest in the restaurant with his hard-earned 
savings—who ever heard of giving a twenty-cent tip toa 
waiter? Henry William Hanemann. 





A MINISTER’S SON WRITES HOME 


Aw Oxford undergraduate, a son of the Vicarage, discovere? 
that he was uncomfortably short of doubloons, so he spent some 
time concocting a letter which should have the right effect upon é 
somewhat severe and pious parent. When finally completed, th 
letter read as follows: “My dear Father, I wonder if you WH 
oblige me very greatly by sending me a copy of this month's Paris! 
Magazine, also a five-pound note. P.S.—Don’t forget the Parish 
Magazine.”—Sporting and Dramatic News. 
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poss Every graceful line on this phaeton speaks of speed, youth, the joy of the open road. The cream 

nape body is striped in black, a smart accent that agrees with black fenders and wheels. Paint and 

) you; trim are brand new. KS-180-MK looks and acts like a new car! Yet, it costs little more than 

never half the new-car price! Satisfactory terms of purchase may be arranged. It is offered by a 

aad family which owns four Rolls-Royce cars. 

oo In appearance, in performance and in safety this Rolls-Royce is in every way equal to a new 

ly re- car. Here is an unusual opportunity to buy a Rolls-Royce—‘“The Best Car in the World”’—at 

time much less than list price. You will look far before you find such a fine car, offering such com- 

_- fort and freedom from mechanical imperfections, as this. 

Jah To be seen at the New York Salesroom and available for trials at your convenience; subject 
of course to prior sale. Photographs and descriptions of this car may be seen at the following 

itude, Rolls-Royce branches. 
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BLOOMING 


A successful manufacturer recently remarked that it 
was a red-letter day in his business when he acquired 
his first Mimeograph. “It was an event I shall never 


forget. A great day, for it marked the beginning of 


blossoming time in our business. It seemed to turn our 

mode of thinking into new channels. Our trade was 
brought nearer to us. Our organization was pepped up, 
for we had a new outlet. From that day our business 


bloomed. And now we have several Mimeographs!” The 





exact duplication of form letters, bulletins, all kinds of typed 
and handwritten sheets, as well as charts, maps, etc., is the 
Mimeograph’s easily achieved task. But its greater importance 
lies in the fact that it is a real stimulator of both the business 
and the organization. Get particulars today from A. B. Dick 
Company, Chicago—with branches in all the larger cities. 


MIMEOGRAPH 
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What This Country Needs Is a Bunkless Party 


Ir’s just about time for someone to step 
up and admit that the Republican and 
Democratic parties, as such, are defunct 
organizauons. 

Next month, they will go into conven- 
tion, respectively, and will nominate two 
sterling men for the office of President 
of the United States. 

Following which, the two candidates 
will embark on a non-stop flight of ora- 
tory that will continue until November 
6, on which date the Republican can- 
didate will be elected and the country 
will settle down to four more years of 
Coolidge or his equivalent. 

The process described thus briefly is 
called a “political campaign.” It involves 
an incalculable amount of energy, ex- 
pense, heartache, boredom and general 
nuisance. It is, from beginning to end, a 
colossal waste of time, for those actively 
engaged in it and for those who have to 
read about it in the newspapers and listen 
to it over the radio. 

The average citizen knows only too 
well that it makes no real difference to 
him which side wins. He realizes that 
the Republican elephant and the Demo- 
cratic donkey have come to resemble each 
other so closely that it is practically im- 
possible to tell them apart; both of them 
make the same braying noise, and neither 
of them ever says anything. The only 
perceptible difference is that the elephant 
is somewhat the larger of the two. 

No matter which of them comes in 
first on Election Day, the state of the 
nation will remain just as it was before 
all the rumpus started. 


"the good 
old days” 





In tHE old days, the Republican party 
and the Democratic party each had a 
definite reason for its existence. Between 
the two of them were lively little bones 
of contention known as “issues.” 

Slavery was an issue; so was Free 
Silver, so was the Tariff, so was Amer- 
ican Neutrality in the Great War. 





Are there any issues today? 

Well—there is one: Prosperity—and 
the parentage of that uncertain issue is 
claimed by both parties with equal vocif- 
erousness. Nor is there any current Solo- 
mon wise enough to decide which claim 
is more legitimate. Both candidates will 
solemnly urge the voters to go to the 
polls next fall and decide by their bal- 
lots whether or not we Americans are in 
favor of Prosperity. 

The American people, of course, will 
vote “‘yes”—especially the farmers and 
the workers in the coal industry (owners 
and laborers alike), who are interested to 
know when Prosperity is due to start. 


Ir so happens that this year both the 
Republican and Democratic parties have 
competent men available—this being con- 
trary to the usual custom. 

Herbert Hoover is a fine man and 
would make an excellent President. To 
do this, however, he must first be nom- 
inated, and to be nominated he must 
first kneel down and do obeisance at the 
shrine of the Great God Bunk, forswear- 
ing all irreverent or independent thoughts. 
The chances of Hoover’s doing this (and 
of being nominated) are slim. 

Al Smith, on the other hand, will prob- 
ably be nominated, although he, too, is a 
fine man and would make an excellent 
President. Smith has demonstrated his 
executive ability and has dared to speak 
out on certain forbidden subjects. But will 
Al Smith be just as bold, just as out- 
spoken, at or after the Democratic Con- 
vention? Just wait and see. 

When the Democrats convert Smith 
into a candidate (and mark our words on 
this) they will neutralize him with a vice- 
presidential running mate who is admit- 
tedly Dry, Protestant and Rural. For in- 
stance: Senator Walter F. George of 
Georgia, or Governor Dan Moody of 
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Texas, or even (don’t laugh) Senator 
J. Thomas Heflin of Alabama. 

The selection of presidential candidates 
closely resembles the selection of jurors. 
The ideal candidate, and the ideal juror, 
is one who has no opinions on any subject 
—one, in fact, who lacks the mental 
equipment with which to form opinions. 
Thus, when men like Hoover or Smith 
are called forth, they are compelled to re- 
nounce all previous creeds and convic- 
tions. If they refuse to do so, they are 
challenged and thrown out. 


Ir ANY real issue dares to show its head 
at either political convention, it will be 
dodged as quickly and as easily as 
if it were a Prohibition officer. For be- 
tween the Republican and Democratic 
leaders there exists a silent agreement 
which provides that neither party will 
ever do anything that might be embar- 
rassing to the other. Such an unfriendly 
action might start a public argument— 
comparable with the regrettable Lincoln— 
Douglas debates—and that would be in 
the nature of a national calamity. 

There is an old bromide to the effect 
that “politics makes strange bedfellows” 
—which simply means that all politicians 
take refuge in the same bunk. 


they both 

take refuge 
in the 

same bunk 


PERHAPS someone, some day, will start 
agitation for a Third Party in this na- 
tion—a party that isn’t afraid of its own 
shadow—a party that is willing and able 
to express the views and the wishes 
of the people whom it represents. Per- 
haps, also, that party will discover a bunk- 
less candidate, who will run for President 
on an honest, courageous and reasonably 
intelligent platform. 

If any of our readers believe that such 
a party and such a candidate are possible, 
we should like to hear from them. 
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“Gee, Fred, if there’s anyt’ing makes me 
noivous, it’s t’ have people lookin’ over me 
shoulder when I woik!” 








They’re Off! 


Tus seems to be the time of year when 
people either make love or race horses. 
There was the Grand National last month 
in Liverpool, the Derby next month at 
Epsom, the Kentucky Derby this month 
right here on terra firma, and my little 
niece, who seems like just a baby to me 
even now, is getting married on the 
twelfth. 

On the whole, I would recommend 
getting married in preference to attend- 
ing a big horse-race, especially an English 
one. As a veteran of one Grand National 
(1928), my suggestion would be to buy 
two good horses and race them at home 
or in an armory, where the weather 
doesn’t matter so much. I am very fond 
of horses and am often seen patting them, 
but being fond of horses, or even horse 
racing, has no more connection with an 
English steeplechase than being fond of 
fish has with a trip across the ocean. 
Not quite so much, in fact, for on board 
a boat you can order fish, but at an 
English race your contact with the horses 
is purely theoretical. 

Come with me to the race course on an 
English Grand National or Derby Day 
and let us watch this sport of kings and 
commoners. [t is raining gently; so we 
will take our places in the grandstand, 
field glasses poised ready for the start, 
hat turned down over the eyes and drip- 
ping, nerves tense, shirt riding up the 
back. 

Where are the horses? Over there in 
the mist, only a quarter of a mile away, 
ready to start. They’re off!....No, 
they’re back again!....Now they’re off! 
....Nope! Too bad!....Lower your 
glasses and fix your hat... ..Now, while 
you do this, they’re off!....Up, quick, 
with your glasses!....Where are they? 
.... That is a section of the crowd that 
you are looking at.....The horses have 
disappeared into the mist half a mile 
away..... They're off! 

Now the thing to do is while away the 
time until they come into sight again, 
maybe six minutes later. It has begun to 
rain nicely now; so let us go out into it 
and romp. We can either eat a cold meat 
pie in a tent, or we can slip and slide 
along to the paddock where nothing is 
happening at all (in contradistinction to 
the race-track, where nothing is happen- 
ing either), or else we can stand and 
look through our glasses and make be- 
lieve that we see something through the 
mist. 

There they are!....No, that is a 
bookie. ...three bookies.....What can 
be keeping the horses?....They’re off! 





Who knows some good card games? 
Some that can be played in the rain, }j 
you look at — through the wrong 
end of your field glasses they look aw- 
fully funny, but they don’t always know 
why you are laughing at them and so it 
is well to explain: “I am laughing at 
you because you look so funny through 
the wrong end of these glasses.” Even 
then they may not like it. 

Here come the horses!.... “Bunsen 
Burner” is leading... . . No, that is “Cel- 
ery II.”....Whois up?....Holmes..... 
That cannot be Justice Holmes, can it? 
Court is still in session in Washing- 
ton.....“Tonsilitis” is downl... Up 





Uj 





“Button me, big boy.” 





again.....Down again!....Up again! 
....Up again!.... Where are the horses, 
anyway?....Those were just policemen 
that we saw running.....How about a 
meat pie? 

They’re off!....Buckety-buckety!.... 
Here they come! Half a second and 
they'll be right into the home stretch. 
Roll up your coat collar and pull down 
your hat over your eyes because it is 
raining hard. Put your glasses away in 
the case and get up your umbrella..... 
They’re coming down the stretch now. 
....Who’s that leading?....I wouldn't 
know.....Out into the rain and into a 
nice warm automobile and home to a 
nice warm hotel. Who won? Who won? 
....I didn’t wait to find out.....lt 
would have been all over in a minute 
more anyway. 

Robert Benchley. 


— 





CAN YOU BEAR IT? 
Auice: Why don’t you accept Dick? 
Vircinta: Oh, he wants to marry me 
to reform me! 
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“You Can’t Win!” 


“BuiiincscaTE, three, eight, one, five, 
lease..... Yes, the number is Billings- 
gate, three, eight, one, five.....I said, 
said 1, I was calling “Billingsgate, three, 
eight, one, five.’....No. No! No!!! Not 
three, one, eight, five, but Billingsgate 
three-hee, hay-hate, wa-hun, fi-haf! Yes, 
that’s it! You’re a smart girl! Who's 
swearing? I said you were a smart girl. 
Smart! Bright! Ha-ha, clev-hah!.... 
Where are you? Say, where are you?.... 
What number do I want? What number 
do 1 want! Oh, my God, what number 
do I want? Hey, listen, who do I have 
to know to get Billingsgate threeeee, ay-at, 
wuh-hun, fi-hive? Do I have to have a 
card, or join anything? Want me to write 
you a letter, or something? I want.... 
....1 said I wanted Billingsgate three- 
eight-one-five and I can talk four lan- 
guages, just tell me the one you under- 
stand best and I'll rattle it right off! 
..+.+... Traffic Manager? So you’re the 
Trafic Manager! And you'll take out the 
‘phone if I talk that way, will you? Well, 
that’s great! Can I depend on that? 
Splendid! Wonderful! Why, you’re mar- 
velous! Sure, I'll tell you, I was vainly 
striving to talk with a person or persons 
at Billingsgate three, eight, one, five. 
But don’t do it if you’ve had a hard day 
or anything. I want you people to have 
your proper rest! Sure, I'll wait........ 
a: RES BF: They don’t answer? 
Now I'll tell one. But never mind. Maybe 
their two-year-old son shaved himself and 
has hopped off for Bourget Field; that 
wouldn’t leave anyone home. But what 
number were you ringing? Billingsgate 
three, five, eight, one? Oh, you were, 
were you? That was fine; great! It’s 
not the right number, but don’t bother. 
Don’t you trouble yourself. The party I 
want lives in the apartment right below 
me. I'll walk downstairs and see ’em! 
Yeah, SEE "EM! And if that charming 
Trafic Manager of yours really meant 
what he said about taking the instrument 
out—well, that’ll be all right, too. Don’t 
mention it..... 


Tom F. Barry. 





THE ULTIMATE 
Jinks: So Givvins is lazy? 
Binks: Yeah, he’s so lazy he’d rather 
+ to a bedtime story than turn the 
ial, 


————— 





Corus Girt: I’m afraid my reputa- 
tion is ruined. 


Hrr Lawyer: That’s fine! Our for- 


tunes are made. 


















































“I say, Oswald, get me a violin solo on the radio, with perhaps just a dash of flute.” 





The Baseball Influence Hits the 
Law Courts 
Tue Jupce: Guilty! Thirty days in the 


workhouse! 

Tue Prisoner: Aw, go buy a pair of 
glasses! Guilty my neck! I was away from 
the scene of that crime by a mile! 

Tue Jupce: Can that back-talk before 
you get a trip to Sing Sing. Who’s judg- 
ing this case, you or me? 

Prisoner’s Lawyer: Not guilty! Ain’t- 
cha got no sense, ya sap? Anybody can 
see he didn’t do it! 

ProsecuTinc ATToRNEY (running up to 
the scene armed with a heavy book): 
Sure he’s guilty. Try to pull any more of 
that stuff and I'll sock you with this! 

Tue Prisoner: Aw, to hell wit’ youse 
and your lousy decisions! Why don’t ya 





get a job in the bush courts instead o’ 
tryin’ to look wise around here in the 
big time? I ain’t afraid of no suspension! 
(At this point the audience, always 
solidly behind the home criminals, ad- 
vance en masse on the Judge.) 
Avuprence: Lynch him! Robber! Blind 
man! Get a microscope! Not guilty! Not 
guilty by ten city blocks! Kill the Judge! 
Tue Jupce: All right—you’re under 
arrest—the whole bunch of you. And if 
you don’t like it, send a wire to Judge 
Landis. 
(He retires, under a heavy escort of 


police.) Parke Cummings. 





Petticoat Rute, about which we 
used to hear so much, is now more ap- 
propriately referred to as Invisible Gov- 
ernment. 
























THE KIDDIES 








GWYAS 
WILLIAMS 





The Puzzle—I 


















































“Try one o’ my cigarettes, lady—me and David Belasco 





smoke ’em.” 





Why Lindbergh Prefers 
Flying 

“Hetto, Lindy! Remember me? I’m the 

guy who chipped off a piece of your 

plane at Le Bourget last summer. I’ve 

still got it. Here it is: would you mind 

autographing it for me? 

“You thought you’d fool us by landing 
here, didn’t you? Ah-ha-ha! We saw you 
coming a mile away. “That’s Lindy,’ I 
says to my pals. “That’s Lucky Plucky 
Lindy, the Eagle of the U. S. A.’ So we 
all piled over here to meet you. We knew 
you'd be disappointed if there wasn’t a 
big turnout at the field. . .. Have a cigar? 

“How would you like to talk to the 
Cercle Frangais, after the parade? They’re 
all crazy to hear you. You could just say 
a few words, telling how you crossed the 
Atlantic, and what a reception you got, 
and all the medals and honors you've re- 
ceived. And say—keep this under your 
hat—we’re going to crack open a little 
pre-War Bourbon after the party. How 
about it? (Nudge.) 

“The girls here are wild to meet you. 
There’s going to be a big dance at Free- 
masons Hall, and we want you to select 








the most beautiful girl of Kankakee and 
pin a badge on her. Then they’ll all line 
up at one end of the room, and you can 
kiss them one by one. How’s that? 

“Say, Lindy, seriously now: do you 
really think airplane travel is safe? I re- 
alize great strides have been made lately, 
and of course your hops to Paris and 
Mexico and down in Central America 
turned out pretty lucky, but honestly, it’s 
all a gamble, isn’t it? You just happened 
to get the breaks. 

“Hey! Where are you going? Wait! 
Don’t get back in that plane! Aren’t you 
going to stay for the celebration? Here’s 
the keys to the city!....Humph! All 
right for you, you old Ambassador of the 
Air! Good will my eye!” 

Norman R. Jaffray. 





ONE IN A CARLOAD 


“THESE women are getting too clever. I 
saw one driving a car e 

“Doing a good job, was she?” 

“Too good. Her exhibition made me 
feel like an amateur.” 

“What did she do so exceptionally 


well? 
“Lit a cigarette without stopping.” 











Mountain Interval 


“THESE mountain paths have confused 
me, stranger. I want to get to Zack 
Simpson’s cabin. Could you set me 
right?” 

“T reckon so. You-uns take the road 
up yonder and follow it till you-uns come 
to Jed Turner’s still. When you-uns get 
there turn east till you-uns fetch up to 
Charity Creek. Cross the bridge that’s 
right by Jeff Adams’ still and keep on 
till you-uns come to a still tended by the 
ugliest, laziest, longest-legged cuss you 
ever laid eyes on. That’s my pardner. 
But don’t believe a word he says—jest 
mosey on till you-uns come by a couple 
of stills close together. The shack nearest 
the second still is Zack’s.” 

“Thank you, stranger.” 

“Is it asking too much to tell me what 
you-uns want with Zack?” 

“Not at all. I’m a revenue agent. 
There’s moonshine being made _here- 
abouts. Word has come to me that Zack 
Simpson’s set up a still, and I've come 
up to investigate. I’ll find out where that 
moonshine’s coming from if I have to 
stick around these mountains for the 


rest of my life.” H. Epstein. 
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Neighborhood News 


ESE 
BOSTON 
Wittiam M. Burver, who has a re- 


sponsible position with the Republican 
National Committee, will leave for a 
business trip to Kansas City, Mos 
shortly. 

g* The Watch and Ward Society is get- 
ting ready for its annual drive on snappy 
summer fiction. 

**Qur former mayor, John F. Fitz- 
gerald, sang “Sweet Adeline” the other 
night. 

#*#*The swan boats in the Public Gardens 
are doing a good business. 


***Our popular boniface, Walter Lindeau 
of the Ritz-Carlton, has installed foun- 
tain pens at the registration desk. They 
are a great improvement over the old- 
fashioned quill-in-the-potato. 


***The Gillette Safety Razor Company 
has put on several extra workmen punch- 
ing holes in blades. 


***Strawberry shortcakes are in season 
at Thompson’s Spa. 


***Our energetic State Treasurer, Wm. 
§. Youngman, is speechifying in the 
western part of the State this week. 
***Business is rather quiet in our prin- 
cipal wholesale lines. Nobody is buying 
much wool, everybody is having his old 
shoes tapped and folks are only eating 
fish on Friday. 


***Our local sportsman, Huntington R. 
(“Tack”) Hardwick, has announced his 
intention of going to the Tunney-Heeney 
fight. 


@& If you don’t find your name here, 
look for it next week.—Adv’t. 


Neal O’Hara. 


CHICAGO 


**A lot of coughing and sneezing is 
noticeable among our citizens this month, 
which the doctors claim is an epidemic 
of “walking flu.” We remember when 
these things was called colds, but any- 
how they is still treated as such in the 
old-fashioned manner and the strain on 
our bootleggers is something awful. 





w* There has only been 288 deaths here 
from motor accidents so far this year but 
we hope to do better from now on what 
with sunny Sundays & etc. 


***Harold McCormick, local boy, who 
was accused of writing a book while he 
was in Switzerland, has confessed. 


***A gang of counterfeiters has been 
pinched here for making fake city auto 
license plates. We hope they will be 
soaked good and plenty as no punish- 
ment could be too severe for a bunch of 
dirty crooks which would steal from ‘the 
city without being elected to any office. 


u* Mayor Thompson is again registered 
at the Hotel Sherman, after spending five 
days in Washington, D. C. He did not 
call at the White House during his visit 
and it is thought likely he is beginning 
to consider Mr. Coolidge as a draft 
evader. Asia Kagowan. 


CINCINNATI 


“LILAINE,” THE annual big musical en- 
tertainment which was given at the 
Grand Opera House by the scholars over 
at the U. and was written by Eddie 
Byron and directed by Jack Froome, was 
bigger and better than ever, it comparing 
quite favorably with the last five or six 
entertainments, which were all great. 


***The new Central Parkway traffic 
lights look quite pretty, they being a 
tasty combination of red, yellow, and 
green respectively. 

***Jack Kidd, our popular bookseller, has 
returned from Europe and George Ellis- 
ton, our popular society editor of the 
Times-Star, says that he was féted in all 
the Old World centers. Seems Jack was 
very much interested in the new dock 
extension at Bristol, which will be dedi- 
cated by the Prince of Wales, he dedi- 
cating a new part of it which was not 
dedicated by King Edward VII who 
dedicated the Royal Edward Dock part, 
it seems. Miss Elliston also says that 
when he was in London Jack saw the 
popular Noel Coward’s play, “The Second 
Man,” which will be news to everybody, 
because S. N. Behrman, who it seems is 
acting in the play, came to Cincy a year 


or so ago with a play entitled “Love Is 
Like That,” written by Basil Rathbone 
and Leslie Howard Nicholson, author of 
“The Barker.” 

Tupper Greenwald. 


DETROIT 


One of our popular young storekeepers, 
and whose name we need not mention, 
has been stepping out among the fash- 
ionable set in New York and attending 
publicly to social affairs of a private 
nature. 

&* Edgar A. Guest, of here, wrote a 
poem yesterday. 

***Mayor John C, Lodge (who is uncle 
of Mrs. Evangeline Lindbergh, mother 
of Charles A. Lindbergh, and who is 
therefore a great uncle of Lindbergh him- 
self) was in his office today as usual. 


***Up to this writing the boys on the 
Tiger team have not enjoyed such a 
winning streak as we might like, owing 
to the loss of games. 


***Two men who rescued a collie dog 
from a cake of ice in the river last Janu- 
ary at the risk of their own lives have 
been awarded medals by the Detroit 
Kennel Club. “With all his faults,” said 
a speaker feelingly on this occasion, “the 
man is Dog’s best friend.” 

***Clarence Cook Little, scholar, uni- 
versity president, athlete and big mouse 
hunter who brought back many trophies 
from his expedition in Scotland last 
summer, was circulating and speechify- 
ing among us last week. Tell us that one 
again about the time you were charged 


by a big bull mouse, Prexy. 
Elmer C. Adams. 


JACKSONVILLE 


A synpicate headed by New York and 
New Orleans financiers has taken over 
Coral Gables. George E. Merrick re- 
linquishes control but remains president 
of the project. The hot dog concession is 
understood to continue under the same 
management. 


***Rev. W. A. Myers, pastor of the First 





Methodist church of Fort Myers, has a 
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j kere ; | 
new suit that is said, in its sartorial glory, 
to put Solomon in the background. The | 


colors are vibrating, the scheme being 
gray squared with blue lines running 
east and west. 


a Mrs. Mattie Land at Mayo has a 
Plymouth Rock hen which has laid an 
egg a day for six months on a stretch, 
Sundays and holidays included. 


***A colony of apes and chimpanzees 
with all the liquor they can hold and a 
shot of morphine and veronal now and 
then is being planned for Florida as a 
scientific experiment by the joint admin- 
istrative board of the Medical Center of 
New York. The monkeys are to be pam- 
pered and subjected to all known modern 
vices in an effort to discover the definite 
psychological effects of poisons in con- 
nection with crime. 

***O. Lado, driving a 1907 Hupmobile, 
won the auto classics for fifteen-year-olds 
before a large crowd of spectators at 
Plant field, Tampa, one day this week. 
His time for the half mile was 1.1534 
minutes. P. H. Armstrong. 


NEW YORK 
Srraw Hats are the order of the day. 
***Ye editor was asked for his views last 
week, and said Smith would be nom- 
inated and so would Coolidge. 
***Miss Edna Ferber is out in Emporia, 
Kans., the guest of W. A. White of 927 
Exchange St. 
***Montague Glass has arrived here from 
a protracted stay in France and will so- 
journ in a_ costly Westport, Conn., 
demesne during the heated term. 


***Rob Benchley is back from abroad 
where he has been gathering material for 
his book “The History of the Political 
Parties” which he wants to have pub- 
lished ere the conventions. Bob says the 
book concession ought to run into money. 
***Those who give money for the fund 
for the City Museum will have their 
names inscribed on a record that will be 
placed in the cornerstone of the bldg. 
This looks dangerous, because some day 
somebody might tear down the bldg. just 
to prove to his grandson that he gave a 
dollar to the fund. 

***Pretty near everybody you know is 
in Europe or fixing to go, yet the sub- 
way is so crowded every night you would 
think nobody ever went away. 

***Miss Zona Gale’s father of Portage, 
Wis., hasn’t fixed his watch for daylight 
saving yet. He says he gets fooled plenty 
without doing it on purpose. 


Franklin P. Adams. 





OMAHA 
Jim Wut, Idaho dude rancher and lion 
roper, was here recently with his bride. 
It looks to us like Jim did pretty well for 
himself. 


***Frank Simpson is back from India 
(Asia) where he took a shipload of mules 
for the government service. 


u~* L. A. Downs of the Illinois Central 
predicted a great future for our city at a 
dinner in his honor. This is the sort of 
talk we'd like to hear more of. 
***Clifford Smith has been here from 
Boston to get work started on his new 
building west of the First National. Cliff 
is an Omaha boy who has made good in 
the East. 





/***Coach Bearg was gloomy at the end 
| of spring football practice at the Uni- 
versity of Nebraska. The fall schedule 
| will be played out, however. Victory is 
not everything, says Coach Bearg. 


down the old Paxton where William Jen- 
nings Bryan, Buffalo Bill and Bob Fitz- 
simmons often stayed and erect the finest 
hotel in Nebraska, bar none. 

#7 “Omaha’s Fifth Avenue,” better 
known (in our opinion) as Douglas 
Street, looks grand with the new lights 
but it lacks that foreign car touch. The 
boys are trying to get C. W. Hull to drive 
over occasionally with his Isotta-Fra- 
schini. B. F. Sylvester. 





PHILADELPHIA 


Cuarces B. Hatt, our genial president 
of town council, has become a race-track 
enthusiast and may be seen at the nearby 
paddocks puzzling over programs when 
not on the floor of council puzzling over 
ordinances, subway plans and city build- 
ing blueprints. 

a” Many of our fellow citizens are 
watching the calendar and trying out 
their split bamboo rods for the first day 
of bass season. 

***Miss Dorothy Day, New York’s popu- 
lar leading woman, greeted friends 
briefly at the depot here recently while en 
route to Chicago where she has accepted 
a flattering offer on the stage. Miss Day 
is as versatile as she is attractive—if such 
be possible—being a talented journalist 
and magazine writer as well as Thespian. 


ue Milton Propper, who graduated as 
copy boy from one of our enterprising 
newspapers, and now is studying law at 
the University of Pennsylvania, recently 
sold a mystery novel to Harper & Bros., 
and a short time later received the enor- 








— 
es 


mous sum of five thousand dollars as part 
of the serial rights. Keep it up, Milt, you 
lucky stiff, say we. John Forbes. 


PORTLAND, ORE. 


Larce cracks appeared in the walls of 


the city hall a few days ago, following ° 


certain repairs, and while every effort js 
being made to fix the responsibility no 
success is reported to date. 
***The driving public almost caught up 
with Captain Ervin, head of the traffic 
bureau, recently. The only way he could 
keep ahead of them was to reverse the 
direction of half the one-way streets, 
which he did. 

***City Engineer O. Laurgaard is push- 
ing forward the work on the new sea- 
wall in Portland’s harbor, and hoping 
that nobody will think of any sinister 
remarks to make about it till Election 
Day. 


— F. Berg, of the guaran- 
***Ralph and Dick Kitchen will tear | Charles erg, one of the guaran 


tors of the Chicago Grand Opera com- 
pany’s season here, has composed a song 
to a current popular melody, which he 
entitled: “The Song Is Ended But the 
Deficit Lingers On.” 


***Read “Neighborhood News” in Lire 
for exclusive gossip of the Pacific North- 
west and other sections.—Adv’t. 

Dean Collins. 


SAN FRANCISCO 


ApmiraALs Hank Wi ey and Louie de 
Steiguer left recently with their fleets, 
after a week in Our Harbor, to train for 
the next war. They have some right nice 


boats. 


***Joe Parente, the town’s most popular 
bootlegger, forfeited another $7,500 bail 
last week. He left recently on a vacation 
in Canada and forgot to come back. Bet- 
ter give up, Joe, and take your medicine; 
Marshal Fred Esola is looking hard for 
you. 


a” The many friends of Harry I. Staf- 
ford will be pleased to know he is quite 
optimistic about a new kind of hair tonic. 


***Charlie and Kathleen Norris, who 
write books that sell for more than $2 
apiece, are back from Europe and on 
their farm down Saratoga way. 


***The Elks had a big time the other 
night when Joe Flatley was put in as 
exalted ruler. Joe is a live wire. So are 
the other new officers: Art Mangin, Al 
Reedy, Laury Lamanet, Art Heinz, John- 
nie Dumbrell (not Dumbbell—ha! ha!), 
John Booder and John Lortick. 


Chet Johnson. 
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Those Bright and Helpful Little 
Items You Find in the Sun- 
day Automobile Section 


Be sure you have plenty of gas before 
starting a long trip. 

It is advisable to carry a spare tire. 

There is less chance of your car’s being 
stolen if you lock it when you park. 

In some sections of Africa the natives 
have never seen an auto. 

If your motor overheats on long pulls 
it may be due to one of several causes. 

There are no traffic policemen on the 
Island of Yap. 

Spark plugs should be cleaned occa- 
sionally. 

Anti-freeze mixtures are practically un- 
known on the Sahara Desert. 

California has a three-cent gasoline tax. 

If the motor fails to start be sure the 
ignition key is turned on. 

Some states compel wagons to carry tail 
lights. 

Several rubber substitutes are being 
tried out. 

Women are said to be more careful 
drivers than men. 

In some European countries there are 
more bicycles than autos. 

Do not build a campfire near the gaso- 
line tank of your car. 

Patrick Haines. 
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THE POLITICAL FRONT 


The Supreme Court Moves 








=| CONSIDERING its im- 
portance and power, 
precious little atten- 
tion is paid in this 
country to the Su- 
preme Court of the 
United States, whose 
decisions are reported 
fragmentarily, if at 
all. Yet five members of this august group 
are able to overrule 531 members of Con- 
gress, plus the President of the United 
States. Probably not one citizen in ten 
thousand is able to name the nine men 
who compose this great Tribunal. 

The Court at present consists of per- 
sonalities who might be described gen- 
erally as able lawyers. It is not, on the 
whole, a Court of great distinction, al- 
though it includes at least three men who 
are entitled to the highest rank which 
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Sunpay ScHoot TeacHEer: Now who can tell me who turned the water into wine? 
Littte Exsie: I know, teacher—it was Daddy! 





their profession can bestow. One of these 
is Chief Justice William Howard Taft. 
The second is Associate Justice Oliver 
Wendell Holmes. The third is Associate 
Justice Louis Brandeis. 
* a >. 
Mr. Howes 1s possibly the most civil- 
ized American of his time. Although now 
a person of advanced age—he is eighty- 
seven—he retains a quality of wonder 
that keeps his mentality fresh and flex- 
ible. Mr. Holmes is still capable of be- 
ing surprised, still subject to moments of 
fervid indignation. He is erudite without 
pedantry, firm without dogmatism, mel- 
low without sentimentality. His English 
prose is serene. He is gentle in the grand 
manner. Most of the famous dissenting 
opinions of the past twenty years have 
come from his pen. 
* > * 

Tue Cnier Justice—Mr. Taft—brings 
to the Court the prestige of his magnifi- 


cent record of over thirty years in the 
public service, cul- 

. . . . . ' 
minating in his Presi- ; 7 


dency from 1909 to 
1913. Mr. Taft is part 
of the regular sight- 
seeing tours of Wash- 
ington. Visitors are 
permitted to tip-toe 
into his presence and | 
to watch him being |, 





SUPREME COURT] 
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Chief Justice. Presi- oes 
_— and ex-Presi | | 
dents get accustomed | \ 





to being stared at. 

The third member of this trio—Asso- 
ciate Justice Brandeis—exhibits some of 
the quixotism of his race, but he pro- 
vides a valuable savor to the occasionally 
over-cautious conservatism of some of his 
colleagues. His independence arises, how- 
ever, not from habit but from the logical 
indications of each particular problem. 
“Brandeis Dissents Again” has become a 
stock headline in our newspapers. 

* * . 


Tue Supreme Court operates in a field, 
and according to a theory, far wider than 
a perusal of its decisions would indicate. 
It is concerned with tendencies in Amer- 











































Boxinc TeacHer: Ah, so you want to learn the manly art of self-defense? 
Wou .p-ze Puri: Self-defense, nothing. I want to know how to knock a guy out. 





























ican life. It is susceptible to public 
opinion— not to temporary manifestations 
of sentiment, but to those deep currents 
of social and economic thought that set 
the tone for each generation. 

The Court is composed of men with 
finite minds, and these minds necessarily 
receive impressions from their environ- 
ment. A decision represents something 
more than a mere determination of points 
of law; it represents the reaction of nine 
men—or of a majority of nine men— 
to the needs of the time. I feel certain 
that most lawyers and probably some 
members of the Court would deny this, 
but I believe it to be fundamentally true. 

* oz * 
THERE is something fitting in the cir- 
cumstance that the Supreme Court of 
the United States sits in the Capitol 
itself. The courtroom is a small, semicir- 
cular Chamber which once housed the 
United States Senate. The attendants 
wear morning coats and do much bow- 
ing. The Court reposes in great leather 
armchairs, against a background of crim- 
son velvet. Over the chair of Mr. Taft 





is suspended a gilt eagle with open beak 
and extended wings. It is all very modest 
and even a trifle shabby, but the atmos- 
phere is heavy with tradition. 

It seems a shame that this romantic 
mise en scéne is to be abandoned for 
more modern quarters. The Government 
construction program includes a new 
building for the Supreme Court. Every- 
thing will be sanitary and devoid of as- 
sociations. There will be plenty of fresh 
paint but no ghosts. On grounds of com- 
fort, Mr. Taft and his associates are en- 
titled to all modern improvements, but 
I, for one, shall not relish the Supreme 
Court’s leaving the Capitol and moving 
into new surroundings. A few voices are 
already being raised in Congress against 
abandonment of the existing courtroom. 
It is probably old-fashioned sentimentality 
to take this attitude, but I would rather 
see the Supreme Court cramped and 
glamorous than functioning in a modern 
office building equipped with time-saving 
devices. 

The Lord Chief Justice of England, in 
his red robes and ermine, sits in a tiny 
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courtroom that an American Police 
Magistrate would despise. But in Eng. 
land people understand the value of 
“staying put.” The British Empire itself 
is governed from No. 10 Downing Street, 
the type of modest mansion in the front 
window of which you would expect to 
see the sign, “Room for Rent.” 
Henry Suydam. 
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A Nose for News 


“HAROLD S.—Everything all settled; 
return at once. Oatmeal.”—Detroit News. 


IF it was us, we'd stay away. 





“Dear Miss Dix—A_ certain man _ has 
asked me to marry him, and I do not know 
whether to say ‘yes or ETAOIN N N? 

“Miss Anxious.” 

—Tampa 7 ribune, 
Rest assured, my dear, that if he is a 
real man he will know that a woman’s 


“ETAOIN N N” means “yes.” 





“Did you ever happen to be in a lady's 
room with your arm about her while she 
wore a dancing costume of only a few beads, 
and did some man pop in with an automatic 
poked at you and announce that he was the 
lady’s husband ?” 

—New York Evening Graphic. 


Way, no, not that we remember. 





“FOR SALE! 

“Grand Rapids wall cases. These are port- 
able and can be set up easily in any store, 
Beautiful cases and in fine condition 

“One 10-ft. floor case, heavy plate glass 
top and marble base. 

“General Electric sign reading, ‘Men's 
Shop.’ 

“Window fixtures, William and Mary pat- 
tern in beautiful pearl grey. 

“National cash register. 

“Wicker chair and table. 

“A fine lot of lumber shelving. 

“One tent, 12x16 ft. 

“One Corona Portable typewriter. 

“1 25-ft. Python snake, alive and in fine 
condition. The first $650 takes her. 

“Moopy’s Suop.” 
—Fergus Falls (Minn.) Journal. 


EveryTHING, in fact, for a young couple 
who are about to start housekeeping. 





HINTs FOR THE Hostess 


New style glasses for guests accustomed to drinking out of bottles. 
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The Barber Who Went Back to the Farm 
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ALONG THE 


Dear Pat WILvarp: 

By the time this reaches you the 
Messrs. Fitzmaurice, Koehl and Huene- 
feld will have taken 
their departures from 
the town that the 
rest of America 
wastes a lot of time 
hating. The sidewalk 
comedians, I hope, 
will have grown 
weary of suggesting 
that they rename it 
“Andy Coheny 
Island” and the 
flicker version of 
““Abie’s Irish Rose” will have started on 
a career as interminable as a few remarks 
by Otto H. Kahn. 

But Broadway still will be Broadway, 
for which thank Heaven, and please 
don’t go to sleep on me just because I 
like it. I think I get a big kick out of 
Broadway (and not where you think, 
either) because I’ve wised up to it, Wil- 
lard. Oh, I can be had, I suppose, but 
I’ve discovered that it has its unwritten 
laws, like any other community, and I’m 
acting accordingly. 

I know better, for instance, than to 
flirt with the other fellow’s girl in this 
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town. I no longer “cut in” on dancing 
couples in the night clubs because viola- 
tors of this ethic are liable to “come to” 
out in an alley. To keep from having a 
“Mickey Finn” put in your drink, you 
simply refrain from sassing head waiters 
or making yourself objectionable and you 
never squawk or complain about the 
couvert charge or the amount of your 
check. In brief, Willard, you mind your 
own business, and when you are fed up 
with Broadway’s rebuffs and rebukes you 
simply go stand in a corner, and have a 
good cry. That’s the only satisfaction you 
can get out of it, at any rate. 

But I’ve found myself a new diversion 
just around the cor- 
ner from the Blaz- 
ing Bulb Belt. It’s 
over at the Night 
Court on 54th Street, 
west of Eighth Av- 
enue. This is the 
court that disposes 
of all the cases 
which break after 
hours and the best 
night to frequent it is Saturday about 
g p. M. until 12, Here you find all 
the drama, tragedy, burlesque and com- 
edy you can stand at one sitting, and 











“I simply adore the way he dominates his piano!” 


a 
the only tariff is that you remove your 
hat and keep absolutely quiet. If Judge 
Brodsky is on the bench there is fyp 
no end. A very fair magistrate he 
is, Willard, but his sense of humor js 
priceless and he is quite a kidder. Lots 
of the lads and their lassies are frequent. 
ing it instead of some of the third-rate 
Broadway shows. 

I heard this startling story from a court 
attaché last night, Willard. True or not, 
it is interesting, I think. A proposition 
was made to an independent film pro 
ducer by a destitute youth who offered 
to drown himself in the studio’s pool for 
the sum of fifty dollars—the sum to be 
sent to his mother. The would-be suicide 
argued that the picture would be a 
knockout and even suggested that a slow. 
motion of his drowning be filmed. He 
guaranteed the death wallop, pointing 
out that he couldn’t swim a stroke. And 
just as the deal was about to be consum- 
mated, it was spurned by the producer 
because an employee warned him that 
he could be held on a charge of murder, 
There’s drama, no? 

Damon Runyon, the sports scrivener, 
slayed some of us when he looked at a 
newspaper photo of Peaches Browning 
and her mother, and then started to 
sing: “Put them all together, they spell 
hefty!” It might interest you to know 
that the lovely Sylvia Sydney, the actress, 
is being adored here and there. Frances 
Shelley, whose voice is as delicate as an 
orchid and as interpretative as a prayer, 
is enticing trade up at the Club Rich 
man. “The Nest,” in Harlem, a black- 
and-tan outfit, is hotter than ever. The 
current tune favorites include “Rain” and 
“There Must Be Somebody Else.” And 
for laughs and a ditty to which you can 
manufacture your own choruses, ty 
“There Ought to Be a Law Against 
That.” 

Walter Winchell. 





A DISTINCTION 


An old Negro woman in attendance upon 
the Monday morning Police Court was 
slumped in her chair, her head resting 
dejectedly upon one hand. 

“Well, Mammy,” suggested a com 
passionate lawyer, observing her, “have 
you been fighting again?” 

“No, sah,” promptly came her indig- 
nant denial. “‘No, sah, I ain’t been fight 
in’. I been fit.” 


——— 





Srrancer: Is that your new public 
school over there? 
Citizen: Yes, that is our Chamber 
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Little Rambles 
With Serious Thinkers 


Tuere would not be half so many di- 
vorces 11 people would only stop and think 
before they marry. 

-Count Hermann Keyserling. 


| am here today and gone tomorrow. 
—Benito Mussolini. 


The automobile has changed everything 
except human nature. 
—Edgar A. Guest. 
[ am not what is generally known as the 
popular type of man. 
—George Jean Nathan. 


[ hold in my hand a short article from 
the pen of my friend Bruno Lessing 
..on a very important subject, “In De- 
fense of Piffle,” and I ask unanimous 
consent that it may be printed in the body 
of the Congressional Record. 
—Senator Royal S. Copeland. 


We realize that however different the 
skirts may be women are substantially 


identical. —Will Durant. 


The best substitute for war is no war. 
—Charles M. Sheldon. 


I can easily shave and change from one 
suit to another in eight minutes flat. 
—Heywood Broun. 


There is just one race in the world and 
that is the human race. 
—Dr. S. Parkes Cadman. 


Frankly, I feel sorry for people who can- 
not stand the movies. 


—Louis E. Bisch, M.D., Ph.D. 


Mankind can learn much from dogs. 
—M. E. Tracy. 

The love between the sexes is part of the 

divine plan. —Bernarr Macfadden. 


Tam very happy. 


—RHarry Sinclair. 





YE COMPLEAT SMOKER 
SMOKING JACKET ............... $25.00 
Marble-top ash stand............ 77.50 
CepCtOS TN once ccccscscens 35.00 
Carved cigarette box............ 30.00 
Inlaid ivory holder............. 45.00 
REND Satsecdasdacecccscede ‘al 








Ir 1s fitting that the nation which 
gave us Marconi, inventor of radio, 
should also have produced Mussolini, 
world’s champion loud speaker. 


























“You may pack our things and close the place, Gertrude. We are going to the 
thirty-fourth floor for the summer.” 








Big Moments in 
Vaudeville 


Wuen the comedy relief of the Ten Tas- 
manian Tumblers demurely loses his bal- 
loon pants and appears before a con- 
vulsed world in checked purple under- 
wear. 

When Don, of Don and Doug, the 
Two Sidesplitters, does his great new 
parody of “O Sole Mio,” commencing, 
“Oh, so am I—oh, so are you!” 

When the trick bicycle rider’s machine 
breaks in two and the American flag 
flutters out of its hollow frame, amid the 
tremendous patriotic enthusiasm of an old 
gentleman in the front row. 








When the Lyric Soprano gets a good 
grip on that high note she has been 
groping after for the past seven minutes 
and shakes its poor little life out. 

When the trombonist of the Lido 
Valencia Jazz Four mutes his instru- 
ment with (of all things) a bright brass 
cuspidor. 

When the London Castle Girls of the 
Broadway Revue de Luxe come on all 
dressed up as soldiers and do the man- 
ual of arms to “The March of the 
Animal Crackers.” 

When the juvenile lead of Pierrot’s 
Performing Poodles finally, after years 
of fruitless endeavor, takes a fine, serious- 
minded bite out of his trainer. The hit of 


the show. Heman Fay, Jr. 
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Havinc so much 
news and _ so 
many headlines 
about fliers is 
like having one’s 
attention divert- 
ed from tem- 
poral to celestial affairs. They say that 
is what we need; that we are too ma- 
terial, and not celestial enough. But 
how much thoughts on fliers will im- 
prove our spiritual condition remains to 
be seen. True spiritual matters when they 
take hold are very engrossing, but it is 
still doubtful whether these fliers are of 
that order. 

Transatlantic flying men are a show, of 
course. For many onlookers they are a 
show of much the same order as the man 
who puts his head in the lion’s mouth. It 
will be recalled in the song that he takes 
it out again and greets you with a very 
pleasant smile. So do these fliers. Having 
put their heads in the mouth of the great 
North Atlantic and then, under Provi- 
dence, having got them out again, they 
greet you with a very pleasant smile. 

New York manages its city shows 

retty well. This latest one was proper to 
ol given. The chief port of the United 
States to live up to its position must show 
hospitality and take notice of distin- 
guished arrivals. That really belongs in 
with the other obligations of a metropolis. 

The papers said that when the fliers 
came up Fifth Avenue to St. Patrick’s 
Cathedral Cardinal Hayes walked down 
to the sidewalk to exchange salutations 
with them. They stopped, but the Car- 
dinal said to them, “Don’t get out!” but 
they did get out, stopped a moment and 
went on. That was all well done, espe- 
cially the Cardinal’s “Don’t get out!” 

All that was done about Bennett was 





well done. Plenty of good taste and good 
feeling has run through these cere- 
monies. The great appetite for these 
shows is in the children. They remember 
them—get a new picture in their minds. 
It is worth while to take them. 

There is a story of Kipling’s, “The 
Night Mail,” that prefigures the trans- 
atlantic aerial service. A good story; very 
vivid. You hear the doors slam and the 
wheels turn, and all that may come and 
seems to get nearer every day. One reads 
now and then of Henry Ford’s million- 
dollar airplane, five-million maybe, at any 
rate a big airplane, built regardless of ex- 
pense, with a lot of engines. Advance of 
that sort in construction is going on all 
the time and doubtless is really more 
significant of aerial progress than the 
present transatlantic adventures. 

What would Europe have done if there 
had been no America to get to? Our 
continent has been of use in developing 
all sorts of transportation, from naviga- 
tion of the seas to navigation of the air, 
but it had to develop before it could ful- 
fil even that part of its destiny. Here on 
earth development means money, and 
money does talk. It calls. 


We might as well be talking about fliers 
while it lasts as anything. The other sub- 
ject is the presidential candidates and 
they are fliers of a sort. An immense 
amount of gossip goes on about them all 
the time, a large proportion of which is 
vanity. Governor Smith by all accounts 
goes stronger and stronger in the direc- 
tion of the Democratic nomination. People 
who know no better think the other can- 





didate will be Mr. Hoover. If this whirl. 
ing sphere on which we reside develo 
tire trouble on the 2gth of May, as is s9 
confidently predicted by the British-Israe} 
people, it may jolt the conventions jg 
their choice a little, but so far as known 
betting does not favor that suggestion, and 
people who are. not sure that it will be 
Smith and Hoover must take what com. 
fort they can in the assertion that it is the 
unexpected that happens. Forgetful per- 
sons may care to be reminded that the 
Republican Convention begins on June 
12 at Kansas City; that the Democrats 
meet on June 26 at Houston, Texas. 
Positive assertions as to whom the Demo. 
crats will select might better wait perhaps 
for news of whom the Republicans have 
selected. But they won’t. 

Mr. Claude Bowers, of the Evening 
World, historian of American politics, has 
been selected to make the opening address 
to the assembled Democrats. There wil] 
be many delegates to both conventions 
who will want to know what the issues 
are. Mr. Bowers is highly qualified to ex. 
pound them to the Democrats. He knows 
about the issues of elections since the 
Democratic party began. He has a pro 
found understanding of Jefferson and 
Hamilton and Jackson. If there are any 





issues he will know about them and will 
doubtless disclose them if it seems ex- 
pedient. He will be safe in deprecating 
over-centralization of government, in ad- 
vocating renewed concern for state rights. 
Possibly he will see fit to talk about cor- 
ruption in the Republican party and the 
oil scandals. It is possible that he will 
venture into foreign affairs, though that 
is believed to be a region still considerably 
unexplored by the most favored Demo 
cratic candidate. Certainly he can be 
expected to expound the political minds 
of Jefferson and Jackson and make appli- 
cation of their views to current affairs, 
but what, if anything, will he permit 
himself to say about Prohibition, by far 
the liveliest issue of them all and the 
most dangerous to talk about before the 
convention? If he deprecates centraliza- 
tion he may, of course, point out the 
untoward effects of the new amendment 
which has constrained the Federal govern- 
ment to concern itself with the personal 
habits of the peoples of all the states, but 
we may not be sure that he will even do 
that. What locas more likely is that Mr. 
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THe LENGTHENING SHADOW 





Bowers’ errand will be to say nothing 
very much, but to say it as if it were the 
very pith of political wisdom. Of course 
ne can do that. If he is as good a political 
speaker as he is a political writer, no one 
can do it better. But one could wish. that 
his whole mind would find untrammeled 
expression, for it is a well-stored mind, 
too good to be hampered on a consid- 
erable occasion by considerations of 
safety first.” 


ly speaking in Lire last week of the way 
the fliers had crowded out notice of 
all the ordinary news, it was remarked 
that the South Station had burned up in 
Boston. When the truth about that in- 
cident finally emerged by help of testi- 
mony of actual travelers, it appeared it 
was not the South Station that burned, 





but the Back Bay Station. That, how- | 


ever, is just as bad, or just as good, which- 
ever way you look at it. Neither of the 
stations in which pilgrims from New 
York to Boston are used to alight is 
up to the date. There are rumors that 
in reconstructing the Back Bay Station an 
attempt will be made to provide a place 
at which travelers will be glad to get off. 


Tue Lord Mayor of London has been 
invited to visit New York but declines, 
saying he has too much to do and is 
“booked for banquets nearly every night 
of his term of office, which has eight 
months yet to run.” Is not that an ap- 
palling prospect; eight months of ban- 
quets and only one digestion! After all, 
it may be that we do not fully appreciate 
Mayor Walker. E. S. Martin. 





— Life Lines — 


Gene Tunney says that prize- 
fighting should be classed as an art. The 
great artists of the ring, of course, are 
those who can put their opponents on 


canvas. 


di, 


AT THE rate our pugilists are ac- 
quiring culture, it won’t be long until we 
hear jokes about the absent-minded prize- 
fighter. 

e 2 


Paris says skirts must now be 
worn down to the knees. Some of us old- 
timers can remember when Paris said 
skirts must be worn up to the knees. Ah, 
for those good old days! 
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In the Long Run 


Tue great C. C. Pyle transcontinental 
foot race which started from Los Angeles 
in early March is ex- 
pected to arrive at 
the Yankee Stadium 
in New York al- 


most any year now. 





[ WELCOME To NEW YORK 
| 1948 


Itisproceeding 
on the stagger plan. 

Here is one of the 
quetrest contests of 
all time. It was Mr. 

le himself that 
evolved the quaint idea of holding a 
transcontinental foot race for cash prizes 
aggregating $50,000, of which the winner 
is to get $25,000 and later arrivals con- 
siderably less. Is Mr. Pyle a philanthro- 
pist? When this question was put directly 
to him, he said indignantly: “Oh, no! 
Quite vice versa.”” Then what is the secret 
of his apparently generous offer to strug- 
gling cross-country runners? 

“We'll get a big field of famous run- 
ners,” explained the promoter. “We'll 
run through hundreds of towns, cities and 











CY GREATEST RUN FOR YOUR MONE © 


SPORTSMEN -and:SPORTS 
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villages. Spectators by the thousands will 
be attracted to these places to see the race 
pass through. That will mean money for 
the local merchants and advertising for the 
towns, especially where the race halts over- 
night. It will help the sale of everything 
from mouse traps to grand pianos. Each 
town will be assessed so much by me for 
advertising or we won’t run through it. 
We'll run through a rival town. You 
know what that means. Local pride comes 
high. The smaller the town, the higher 
the pride and the price. Then we'll sell 
a million programs, easy. You can’t tell 
the runners without a program. I'll get 
$100,000 for the advertising in that. I'll 
have a traveling vaudeville show with 
the race. Admission will not be free. I'll 
make money on that, too. In fact, it’s the 
easiest thing I’ve ever seen.” 

Strange to say, Mr. Pyle was correct 
in most of the important points. Only a 
few details went astray. It is said that he 
actually received $100,000 for the program 
privilege before the race even started. The 
towns came across handsomely with con- 
tributions or assessments debited to “‘lo- 
cal advertising.” Nearly three hundred 








Hovusewire: I'll give you your dinner if you'll work on the wood pile for an hour. 


‘Tramp: I’ll do better than that, lady. I'll entertain you with a few musical selections 


P on the saw. 








ie 
runners toed the mark and made a start 
from Los Angeles to New York. Then ; 
few points of contention cropped out, 

After ten days of running the runners 
were still in California and the field had 
been cut in half. This led to a Suspicion 
that Mr. Pyle was running the race ip 
circles. Either that or the boys were ryp. 
ning too long in the same spot. Then 
again, he had lost half his runners fy. 
fore one-tenth of the total distance had 
been covered. As a friendly mathematician 
pointed out to him, that couldn’t cop. 
tinue indefinitely. 

However, the survivors were of hardier 
stock, defections were scarcer, and the 
race finaliy got out of California. Ajj 
went well until nearing Albuquerque, 
N. M. This town actually refused to come 
across with the advertising guarantee, 
Thereupon Mr. Pyle ran his race across 
the desert to the north and left Al 
buquerque—as it has always been—flat. 

Another town 
along the route had 
guaranteed Mr. Pyle 
$5,000 for publicity. 
A chap who had a 
suit against the pro- 
moter attempted to 
attach this sum, reneverovs, \(( 
whereupon Mr. Pyle _ |s5* te vettie\ 
tore up his guaran- |.-+~_—./ 
ty, thereby enabling 
the Chamber of 
Commerce representative to swear in 
court that there was no such sum owed 
to Mr. Pyle and consequently it couldn't 
be attached. It turned out that it couldn't 
be collected either, for when Mr. Pyle 
asked for it in a friendly way, the Cham- 
ber of Commerce representative pointed 
out that it would be perjury for him to 
pay it. This announcement was greeted 
by laughter, in which Mr. Pyle, for some 
reason, failed to join. 

But the race goes on, up hill, down 
dale, through villages and across states. 
The officials in a huge “palace” auto 
whirl backward and forward along the 
route to see that no runners die of ex 
haustion along the road or hook rides 
from passing cars. The side show is doing 
well. The programs are going faster 
than the runners. There is some doubt as 
to who will be first into the Yankee 
Stadium—and in what decade—but there 
is no doubt that in the long run Mr. Pyle 
will be the winner. John Kieres. 

THE SPIRIT OF ST. LOUIS 

Teacher: Can anyone name our it 


tional bird? 
Litrte Missourt Curio: Lindbergh! 
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MRS. PEP’S DIARY 


Tuts day began my new 
breakfast regimen of broth 

24) and biscuit, as though I were 
on shipboard, which God does unluckily 
forbid, and then reading in the publick 
prints that a friend ot mine hath in- 
herited a million dollars, I was at some 
pains not to summon him on the tele- 
phone ind ask what would be his first 
reaction, a matter of such futile conjec- 
ture as a rule, but I do know well what 
my own answer would be to such a de- 
mand: “Buy Sam a new soft hat,” for 
that in the old one to which he clings 
he does look like someone who might 
be wanted by the police. The weather 
fair again after four dreary days, thank 
God, so off to the nurseries with Lydia 
Loomis to help her choose a box tree for 
her lawn, and when I did calmly watch 
her pay two thousand dollars for some- 
thing which will be but a bit of shrub- 
bery to the average beholder, I could 
not but think that, had my early ancestors 
in this country only had the wits to set 
out a few shoots of box, I should not 
be required to think twice when I 
come upon a bargain in rose diamonds. 
Lydia and I to luncheon at our favorite 
speakeasy, but there was a_ policeman 
standing at its entrance so that we did 
fear to approach, whereupon we did pace 
the square until one of the proprietors 
appeared and engaged the officer in ap- 
parently pleasant discourse, berating him 
good-naturedly later, after we had con- 
our timorousness, for standing in 
front of his portal and injuring his 
trade. But Lyd and I are not a patch for 
trepidity on Amy Atkins, who leaves her 
membership card to the speakeasy at 
home when she journeys by motor for 
tear an officer will find it in her purse 
and confiscate the car. 


tesseci 


April My husband, poor wretch, 
os +h dismally discursive this morn- 

— ing, deploring in especial 
what he considers his lack of influence 
over my thoughts and doings, whereupon 
I did my best to refute him, reminding 
him that I am not nearly so fond of 
endive and Brussels sprouts as I was be- 
tore hearing him talk so steadily against 
them, and it is true that I have ex- 
changed my own flattering opinion of 











“Do you play golf every Sunday? 











=” 


“Oh, yes—religiously.” 





some of my cronies for his more accu- 
rate estimate of them, albeit I should not 
like him to be informed thereof. But 
when it comes to his annual spring drive 
to persuade me to visit the Blanks, mine 
shall be the spirit of Roderick Dhu, even 











“Beg pardon, sir, are you the Deck 
Steward?” 
“S-A-Y! If I’m the Deck Steward, what 
the bloody hell d’you suppose the Cap- 
tain looks like?” 





though he do get both Clarence Darrow 
and Samuel Untermyer to present his 
case and plead for him, for why should 
a fortnight of anybody's life be spent in 
a house where the adolescent children 
are all in love, where the lights go out 
with every clap of thunder, and where 
breakfast trays are all but regarded as 
antiquities from Sodom and Gomorrah, 
to say nought of the reminiscences of the 
old gentleman who was stroke on the 
Amherst crew in °76, lived through the 
Windsor Hotel fire and escaped from 
Paris in 1914? Nor does it avail aught 
to bid him go without me, neither, be- 
cause, for some reason which has never 
had any disturbing foundation in fact, 
Sam, the minute he gets away from town, 
does imagine that florists’ boys have be- 
gun to stagger to our door with lavish 
tributes, and that the dates which I have 
with old beaux stretch out in a 
never-ending line equal to that of Words- 
worth’s daffodils. 


made 


Baird Leonard 





DISPLAY 
Rus: What publication carries the most 
advertising? 
Dus: The Congressional Record. 





An optimist is Percy Porter. 
He thinks that skirts will 
shorter! 


get much 











Horreur! 

Paris, April 15th. 
For those of our little readers who are 
accustomed to wallowing in gore each 
year at the Grand Guignol we have bad 
news. The Grand Guignol has gone 
nance. With the new bill (we were pres- 
ent at the opening night, which, in Paris, 
is about as exciting as being at the open- 
ing of a Waldorf Lunch) the direction 
has changed hands and the new manage- 
ment seems to have a distinct aversion to 
blood. 

According to the program, there will 
be no change in policy. You will get your 
chills and nausea just the same under the 
new régime as under the old. But if we 
are to take the new bill as an earnest, 
the horrors are to be more mental, with 
less of the tearing of flesh and grinding 
of bones which made the old Grand 
Guignol so home-like and cozy. 

The big number on the new Grand 
Guignol program is called “Les Nuits du 
Bagne,” which is plenty horrible but with 
practically no loss of blood. The dagne, 
as you probably know (as we didn’t), 
is not a bath, but that peachy old prison 





where bad French boys are put for the 
rest of their lives to more or less disin- 
tegrate. The nuits which are held in the 
bagne are something to write to your 
Congressman about. It seems that the 
head-master of the dagne comes around 
with a thumbscrew every night and ap- 
plies it to those who haven't finished 
their number-work, and naturally the 
boys dislike him. One of them, who 
seems to have had the measles or some 
other prison complaint which has prac- 
tically eliminated his eyes, finally gets 
back at the head-master by putting his 
head in a brand-new device just imported 
into the prison for a better disciplining 
of the prisoners. The effect is much the 
same as if he had killed him. 


So, you see, it is not the old Grand 
Guignol at all, but the product of a newer 
and softer civilization. When we think 
back on “Le Crime dans le Maison de 
Fou,” in which the two old crazy women 
—but there, we are getting sentimental! 
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Mrs. Ex-SmitH-JoNes-BROWN-JACKSON, ETC. (to her secretary): Perkins, go over the list 
again carefully. I’m quite sure I’m shy one alimony check this month. 
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We will say this for the Grand G 
nol, however. The company which pre- 
sents these little bits of horror, with now 
and then some little bits of comedy, is one 
of the best crews of actors we have ever 
seen. If they were not, much that is now 
horrible would be just ridiculous. Their 
French is so clear and well spoken that 
even your correspondent had little diff. 
culty in following (which reduces it prac- 
tically to an argument over my aunt's 
ink-well and the apples, pears and wal- 
nuts which are in the dish), and the act- 
ing itself is something which many of 
our Broadway boys and girls could watch 
and watch and watch and still not be 
able to beat. 

And this from one who has never be- 
fore had any feeling for French plays, 
French acting or French food. Zut! ~ 


Nor to wax fulsome in our new-found 
enthusiasm, may we say that “Vient de 
Paraitre”’ (or, as our publisher is so fond 
of saying, “Just Published’’) is another 
example of what easy, affable acting 
can do for a moderately amusing comedy? 
The play, by the way, is by the author 
of “The Captive,” who seems to have 
adjusted himself to the more conven- 
tional modes of fun-making. It might be 
something for Roland Young if trans 
lated into English, although the excite- 
ment in America over the winning of a 
literary prize would hardly justify put- 
ting on a comedy with that as its base. 

We hope that we are not going to be 
one of those who are constantly seeing 
chances for effective translation in for- 
eign plays. If you catch us at it, please 
write in and stop us. But (to revert to 
the Grand Guignol for a minute) if some 
of our boy-actors want a swell little sketch 
for vaudeville, written in the best Booth 
Tarkington manner, they could do no 
better than get in touch with someone 
about “Le Haricot Vert,” which was on 
the Grand Guignol bill before the present 
one. It may be just a teenty-weenty bit 
risqué (ive weren’t quite sure about one 
or two of the words), but it seemed one 
of the nicest bits of juvenile comedy 
since “‘Seventeen.” 

There—now we’ve been constructive! 


WE gather from the notes and subscrip- 
tion blanks on the program at the Atelier 
that it is one of the Little Theater group 
who are trying to do Sincere and Honest 
Things. If so, it is pretty far ahead of 
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most of those in America. Their produc- 
ion of “Les Oiseaux,” a free adaptation 
from Aristophanes, with songs and cracks 
by Bernard Zimmer, is the most interest- 
ing thing we have seen so far in Paris— 
in the theatrical line, that is. They are 
not all very good actors and the scenery 
js just as bad as most modernistic scenery 
which tries to get its effects on very little 
money and too much imagination, but the 
whole thing as an evening should be a 
lesson to every one of our own little 
groups above and below Fourteenth 
Street, New York. 
Vive la France, if you like! 


Robert Benchley. 





The Confidential Guide to current 
plays will be found on page 28. 
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Omar Speculates 


Wuen tipsters shrewdly urge, “I guess 
— Sh. 
My wife in dreams wears coats of er- 
: mine, mink; 
Alas! The surest things I pick are sure 
Only in this: when bought to rise, they 
sink. 


Some few make copper yield them loaves 
of bread, 
And some by steel are housed and over- 
fed; 
All turns to basest metal at my touch: 
Whatever stuff I buy drops down like 
lead. 


I see potential wrecks in every skiff 
And falling men on every noble cliff. 
The nightingale becomes a crow and 
mocks 
Me with: “You could have made a for- 
tune if 


Along my path dead alibis revive; 

My airships soar before they take a dive; 
My motors halt; my radio goes mad; 
My coal yields frost; and only brokers 

thrive. 


And if you see a knowing gent about 
Within the groves where sucking lemons 
sprout, 
And if he says he has an inside tip, 
Take it yourself....and tell him I am 


out. z 
Elias Lieberman. 





LISSEN ! 
“Mrs. WinFatt speaking, Mrs. 
Post. Would one be guilty of a very 
grievous faux pas if one drove to one’s 
country club in one’s town car?” 
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INSPIRED CHIROPRACTOR : 
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Oh, boy, what a case! 





Come Eleven! 


“Give me a seven! I need a seven! Noth- 
ing but a seven’ll do! Tell me—is this a 
seven? It ain’t? Then it won’t do! I 
want a seven, I tell you! Let me have a 
seven! Here it is! I know this is a seven! 
Come on, seven! Come on! Mama needs 
a pair of shoes! No, these sevens are too 
small, mister! Let me try something big- 
ger! Don’t you think I have an extraor- 


dinarily large foot for a woman? Aw, go 


on! I have!” H. E. 





App Similes “As plain as the 
‘No’s’ on a banker’s face.” 





“Well, Bill, old man, meet the companion.” 





THE RADI 


Won’t You Write Me a Letter? 
Here, in so far as space permits, is a list 
of reasons why so many radio sets are 
dumped at the back of garages along 
with Mah-Jong sets, empty bottles and 
broken flower pots. It is a Handy Guide 
of What Not to Do On the Air. It’s the 
reason why so many people give their 
radio sets to poor old, lonely Grandma, 
whose mind isn’t what it once was, any- 
way. Here are the things that set me in a 
tantrum: 

Station announcers and entertainers 
who implore you to write them letters 
telling them that you cannot live without 
their music. You know what happens to 
friends who are always asking you to 
write them? You know what happens to 
baby girls in China? 

(Just to prove how maddening this can 
be, I am going to show you that two 
can play at this game. If you like this 
department, won’t you sit down and 
drop me a few lines telling me that I am 
the nicest little girl in the world?) 

Stations that broadcast whoopee (to 


























Great Events iN Future History 


1975—Ground-breaking exercises for re-excavation of the Grand Canyon after it has been 
filled up with all the things the joke writers suggest be thrown into it. 





steal Walter Winchell’s word) from 
Night Clubs. “Oh, folks, you should be 
here! Oh, folks, who do you think has 
just come in? It’s our old friend Mr. 
Blumberg and you ought to see who's 
with him! Oh, boy! Now you're going to 
hear Miss Pearl La Due sing ‘Among My 
Souvenirs.’ Pearl is our little prima 
donna. Oh, folks, you ought to see 
Pearl. She’s just one hundred pounds of 
class. Step up to the ‘mike,’ Pearl, and 
say ‘hello’ to the folks.” 

All right, Pearl, step up to the “mike,” 
but if looks could be broadcast, you'd 
never live to sing “Among My Sou- 
venirs.”” 

(By the way, if you are really enjoy- 
ing this article, won’t you drop me a 
postal card saying that this is the best 
stuff in the magazine, so I can show it to 
the editor?) 

Stations that broadcast tabloid plays. 

Interviews with movie stars. 

Sister teams that imitate the Duncan 
Sisters and the Brox Sisters. Even the 
originals are not so hot, if you get right 
down to facts. 

Meetings of Women’s Associations for 
Improving Anything at All. These meet- 
ings usually come in the late morning 
hours when the Home Girl is trying to 
work up enough energy to empty the 
ash-trays and take pieces of broken glass 
out of the rugs. And the Home Girl is 
in no mood to listen to any backtalk from 
her big sisters. 

(Anyone who writes me a letter telling 
me that he or she likes this article 





will get a photograph of me dressed in 
the costume I wore to the Beaux Arts 
ball in 1926.) 

“Happiest Hour” talks, History 
Classes, “How to Start a Tea Room,” 
“Fashion Hints,” “Aunt’s Chat,” Book 
Reviews, Health Talks, Reviews of the 
Business Situation, “Home Laundering,” 
and “Sayings of Great Men.” 

In fact, to be nasty, all speakers ex- 
cept Will Rogers. (No, Mr. Coolidge, I 
don’t mean you; you are no speaker. You 





TouGH CHaractTerR (in tobacco store): Give 
us a package of cigarettes, buddy, and none 
of this “mild as May,” see? 





—ee 


are the President of the United States.) 

(If you are enjoying this program, just 
drop me a line saying “I Love You.” I'll 
understand. ) 

As for the health exercises, how should 
I know anything about them? All these 
stretch-and-bend hours are held before 
half-past six in the morning. How any- 
one can get up before half-past six and 
stay healthy is more than I can under- 
stand. 

I am now signing off until next week, 
but don’t forget, I expect to get a lot of 
letters and postal cards. So won’t you 
please run to your desk and write me a 
letter that I won’t be ashamed to show 
to my friends? Agnes Smith. 





THE REVERSE OF IT 


“T know a lot of things I do not tell,” 
He says, and we will grant him that; 
although 
The one thing all 
plenty well 
Is that he tells a lot he does not know. 
Strickland Gillilan. 


his know 


friends 





MEXICAN WISE-CRACKERS 
Pepro: What’s José been doing with 
that pistol? 
MIGUEL: 
Juan. 


He’s just made a hole in 


a 





Witt Hays was hired to lend 
respectability to the movie industry, 9 
now he has a perfect right to ask for 
some of it back. 





Lire 
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Yahoo Center 
Miss Birdie Hawkins Is Chosen “Queen, of the May” 








HE SILENT DRAMA 


“Street An gel” 


Tuose who fell all over themselves in ad- 
miration for the work by Janet 
Gaynor in “Seventh Heaven” and “Sun- 
rise” will do well to avoid seeing her in 
“Street Angel.” For, while this remark- 
able young actress is still remarkable— 
still the most impressive of all the recent 
stars in the Hollywood heavens,—she has 
managed to learn a few tricks from her 
elders; and it is just when a promising 
artist learns a few tricks that he or she 


done 


ceases to be promising. 

For instance, someone has taught Miss 
Gaynor how to be arch. In several regret- 
table moments “Street Angel’ she 
stands in an attitude of mock anger, with 
toes turned in, clenched fists on hips, and 
elbows thrust forward. She has even de- 
veloped a slight pout. 

Whoever is putting such terrible ideas 
in Janet Gaynor’s head ought to be shot. 


of 


“Street ANGEL” is a Neapolitan ro- 
mance which starts encouragingly and 
then settles down to a pace ot deliberate 
dulness. After skilful in 
which the directorial expertness of Frank 
Borzage is happily evident, the essential 


one sequence, 








bloodlessness of the story becomes 
parent and the boredom sets in. 
Charles Farrell, who has shared honors 
with Miss Gaynor before, is the hero of 
the piece, and if he takes my advice he 
will bring suit against the Fox Film Cor- 
poration for causing him to appear as a 
figure of fun. The role which he plays is 
that of an artist—a whimsical, lavender- 


ap- 


tinted artist, whose eyebrows are forever 
lifted and whose lips are forever twisted 
into a half-quizzical smile, and who is 
forever forgetting to get his hair cut. 
Mr. Farrell is a thoroughly competent 
actor, but that’s no reason why he should 
be expected to give a convincing per- 


formance as Peter Pan. 


Here is a suggestion, offered gratis to all 
movie directors: when you have a 
character who is a portrait painter, and 
the action of the story makes it necessary 
for him to achieve a masterpiece on can- 
vas, never let the audience see the picture 
that he has painted. 

I have attended many photoplays in 
which the unveiling of a portrait consti- 
tuted a Big Dramatic Moment, and I have 


yet to see such a picture that did not 
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He: A seat in the Stock Exchange costs $350,000. 


His CompaNion: My goodness! Who’s the hostess there? 


narra —_ ——— 
derive an unexpected and unsolicited 
laugh from the audience. 

One of these masterpieces provides the 
basis of the plot of “Street Angel,” and 
when the spectators are given a look at 
the portrait, the plot goes to pieces. It 
resembles the art work on one of those 
calendars that are sent out at New Year's 
time by the local Hay, Grain and Feed 
dealer. 


“ Across to Singapore” 


ALtHouGH previously identified with 
somewhat effete roles, Ramén Novarro 
evidently is as handy with his fists as js 
that celebrated all-day socker, Milton 
Sills. In “Across to Singapore,” Mr. No- 
varro gets himself mixed up with a crew 
of big, brutal sailors, and to say that he 
takes care of his end of the ensuing argu- 
ments would be to understate his achieve- 
ment. 

““Across to Singapore” is the most 
violent melodrama that has come along 
since “The Blood Ship,” and, lik« that 
stalwart thriller, it manages to be con- 
sistently enthralling. Having seen it, I do 
not quite know just what it is all about, 
and furthermore I don’t quite care. All 
that matters is that “Across to Singa- 
pore”’ is a good, rousing movie of the old 
school, ably directed by William Nigh 
and played for all it’s worth by Mr. No- 
varro and Ernest Torrence. 


“Abie’s Irish Rose” 


Tue review of “Abie’s Irish Rose,’ which 
should have appeared in this issue, 
been postponed until next week, owing to 
the fact that Mr. Benchley arrived in New 
York the same day as the German fliers 
and was lost in the crowd. 

And while on the subject of Mr. 
Benchley, I may as well admit now that 
I have seen and heard him do his act on 
the Fox Movietone (it is the immortal 
“Treasurer's Report’’) I'd much 
rather not talk about it. 

R. E. Sherwood. 


has 





and 





will 


The Confidential Movie Guide 
be found on page 28. 





“GIVE ME LIBERTY” 

(in school): If you don’t mind, 
I'd like to change this American 
for one with a shorter reading 


WILLIE 
teacher, 
History 
time. 





“WELL,” said the campaign fund 
collector as he acknowledged the oil 


‘man’s check. “Easy come, easy G.O.P.” 
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‘Tis told that strong-willed 
wives would force their 








husbands to the park for a smoke 


A\ 


Even so true-to-life a chronicler as 
QO. Henry tells of disconsolate hus- 
bands forbidden to smoke in the 
heuse, lest the curtains be touched by 
even the tiniest wisp of cigar smoke. 

Happily that idea has changed 
since the go’s. . . but then, cigars 
are changed, too. 

Who would quarrel with the fra- 
grance of a modern cigar—like Haddon 
Hall—the very epitome of mz/dness. 

The mildness of this excellent 
cigar symbolizes the changed habits 
of men. Once huge 17 course din- 
ners were the style. Now five cours- 
es. Billowing paunches are rarer now 
thanks to golf, tennis, polo. And 
cigars are milder, lighter—like your 
dinner tonight in contrast to the Lu- 
cullian eating orgy of thirty years ago. 

The Haddon Hall cigar is as mild 
as a soft breeze through the garden, 
but flavorful as old brandy. It’s a 
perfect demonstration of how su- 
premely satisfying a mild cigar can be. 

Haddon Halls await at the leading 
shops around New York. All shapes 
and sizes from the short Café Noir 
to the Corona de Luxe. 10c to 2o0c, 
according to size. 


D. EMIL KLEIN CO., NEW YORK 


Haddon Hall 
0 1 (7207S SD 
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ATTRACTICNNS 


CONFIDENTIAL GUIDE 


DRAMA 


More or Less Serious 


Coquette. Maxine Elliotti—Helen Hayes giving a 
splendid performance in a tragic story of youthful 
love and Southern chivalry. 

Diamond Lil. Royale—Mae West 
Bowery in a play written by herself. 

Dracula. Fulion—Now the dean of the spine- 
chillers and also the most devilish in its conception. 

The Ladder. Cort—Free seats but_don’t bother. 

The Mystery Man. Bayes—Not unless you just 
have to see a mystery play and have seen all the rest. 

The Outsider. Ambassador—One of the few 
propaganda plays which have real dramatic value 
and love interest. Admirably acted by Isobel Elsom 
and Lionel Atwill. 

The Scarlet Fox. Masque—That clever and inde- 
fatigable Sergeant Devlin once more advertises the 
Royal Canadian Mounted. Very good entertain- 
ment. 

The Silent House. 
Helen Chandler in a creepy treasure hunt. 
touches add to the mystery. 

Strange Interlude. Golden—A woman with the 
courage of her emotions furnishes Eugene O'Neill 
with enough material for a five-hour play. Time 
out for dinner. Lynn Fontanne and a grand Guild 
cast. 

Ten Nights in a Barroom. Wallack’s—Revival of 
an old thriller, showing how the barnstormers tried 
to put over Prohibition. 

The Trial of Mary Dugan. National—The court- 
room during a murder trial with all the dull features 
removed. Ann Harding in the box. 


Comedy and Things Like That 


The Bachelor Father. Belasco—Three tempera- 
mental children—the wages of sin—come home to 
keep their erring father company. June Walker and 
Geoffrey Kerr are the high spots in this cheery 
comedy. 

Burlesque. Plymouth—Hal Skelly and Barbara 
Stanwyck as a burlesque team who make it difficult 
for love to find a way. A good show. 

Excess Baggage. Riiz—Heart throbs in the two- 
a-day. A great show working up to a spectacular 
finale. 

The Happy Husband. Empire—With Billie Burke 
and A. E. Matthews. To be reviewed later. 

High Hatters. Forty-Fourth St.—To be reviewed 
later. 

The Ivory Door. Charles Hopkins—Realists keep 
out! A. A. Milne evidently wrote this for people 
who still believe in fairies. 

Marco Millions. Guild—Venice sends its Babbitt 
to Cathay—where he had much more than a China- 
man’s chance—and took it. Alfred Lunt as Marco. 

Our Betters. Henry Miller—Mr. Maugham’s 
smartly bitter comedy, with Ina Claire to make it 
even smarter. 

Paris Bound. Music Box—The lighter side of 
marital infidelity—and what are you going to do 
about it? Sophisticated comedy, with Madge 
Kennedy. 

The Royal Family. Selwyn—Hidalgo stage-folk at 
home. Temperament at fever point. Fine fun. 

The Shannons of Broadway. Martin Beck—The 
Gleasons mix comedy, pathos and a dash of good 
old hokum into a swell show. 


going very 


Morosco—Allan Dinehart and 
Chinese 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


Blackbirds of 1928. Liberty—To be reviewed later. 

A Connecticut Yankee. Vanderbilt—King Arthur 
and his Gang entertainingly attacked by modern 
kidding, with excellent music underneath. 





The Five O’Clock Girl. Shubert—Mary Eaton and 
Oscar Shaw in Grade A theatre-party entertainment. 
Funny Face. Alvin—Those dancing Astaires doing 
their best to Gershwin music, with Victor Moore and 

William Kent to make you laugh. 

_ Good News. *Forty-Sixth St.—Co-education with a 
singing and dancing accompaniment. This season's 
pacemaker for musical comedy. 

Greenwich Village Follies. Winter Garden—Typi- 
cal Winter Garden entertainment. To be reviewed 
later. 

Here’s Howe! Broadhurst—To be reviewed later. 

Keep Shufflin’. Eliinge—A high-stepping colored 
mélange, with Miller and Lyles. 

Lovely Lady. Sam H. Harris—Pleasant musical 
show, with good ballet work. 

Manhattan Mary. Apollo—Don't tell us you 
haven't seen Ed Wynn! 

My Maryland. Casino—Stonewall_ Jackson's 
troops in a singing contest with Barbara Frietchie. 

_Present Arms. Lew Fields’ Mansfield—To be re- 
viewed later. 

Rain or Shine. Cohan—A first-rate circus com- 
pletely surrounded by Joe Cook. 

Rosalie. New Amsterdam—Marilyn Miller and 
Jack Donahue in one of Mr. Ziegfeld’s inevitable 
successes. 

Show Boat. Ziegfeld—A sumptuous show of early 
Mississippi days with the troupers. Some fine 
spirituals by Jules Bledsoe. Cast includes Charles 
Winninger, Helen Morgan and Puck and White. 

Sunny Days. Imperial—‘A Kiss in a Taxi’ set 
to pretty good music. 

Take the Air. Earl Carroll—Will Mahoney's 
clowning and dancing make this one worth while. 

The Three Musketeers. Lyric—Mr. Ziegfeld's 
ace of shows. To be reviewed later. 


Robert Benchley. 





SILENT DRAMA 


Recent Developments 


Speedy. Paramount—Harold Lloyd as an enter- 
prising young man who drives a horse-car, among 
other things, through New York’s most congested 
districts. A grand comedy! 

The Patsy. Metro-Goldwyn—A rather mild little 
affair about a younger daughter, with some clever 
impersonations by Marion Davies. 

The Chaser. First National—It's really too bad 
about Harry Langdon. 

The Trail of '98. Metro-Goldwyn—Following the 
fortunes of a group of gold-seekers from San Francisco 
to Dawson City. Some of it is superb—some of it 
is ham. 

Skyscraper. Pathé—William Boyd and Sue Carol 
make a nice pair of lovers in a romance of the skyline. 

Mother Machree. Fox—Another effective per- 
formance by Belle Bennett in another sentiment 
drama. 

Ladies’ Night. First National—Very boisterous, 
very vulgar and not very funny. Jack Mulhall and 
Dorothy Mackaill are in it. 

Red Hair. Paramount—lIf you haven't already 
seen what Clara Bow looks like in the flesh, here's 
your chance. 

The Big City. Metro-Goldwyn—Lon Chaney in a 
crook melodrama that turns out to be singularly 
uninteresting. 

Burning Daylight. First National—A_ Milton Sills 
picture with the usual number of fisticuffs, and some 
crude attempts at humor thrown in. 

Simba. Martin Johnson—It's simply astounding 
what Mr. and Mrs. Johnson can and will do with a 
movie camera in Africa. 





Tenderloin. Warner Bros.—Dolores Costello and 
Conrad Nagel get all tangled up in the complicated 
mechanism of the Vitaphone. 

Three Sinners. Paramount—Pola Negri wears a 
white wig in a flossy picture with an incredible plot. 

Dressed to Kill. Fox—Here is a really good under. 
world melodrama, with special credit to Edmund 

we. 

The Gaucho. United Artists—Douglas Fairbanks 
out of his element (which is entertainment). 

_ The Secret Hour. Paramount—Another presenta 
tion of Pola Negri—this time in more humble sur. 
roundings. 

The Crowd. Metro-Goldwyn—King Vidcr tried 
hard to do something exceptional, and deserves praise 
for the effort if not for the results. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Universal—*‘Cross that ice— 
cross that .ice—cross that ice—Yeaaaaa—ELIZA!” 

Sunrise, The Circus, Wings and The Last Com 
mand are all urgently recommended. 


R. E. Sherwood. 





READING MATTERS 
Fact 


Five Murders. By Edmund Pearson. Doubleday, 
Doran—Enthralling account, by the Chief of Lirs’s 
Crime Department, of some famous pre-tabloid 
killings. 

Going to Pieces. By Alexander Woollcott. Put 
nam's—A review of revues which is a show in itself, 

Skyward. By Commander Richard E. Byrd 
Putnam's—Our most charming gentleman-adven- 
turer talks of aviation and exploration. 

Naked Truth. By Clare Sheridan. Harper's— 
Honest autobiography, seasoned with a little world- 
wide scandal. 

The Marsh Arab: Haji Rikkan. By “Fulanain.” 
Lippincott—Readers of “Revolt in the Desert” will 
enjoy this tale of intrigue in Iraq. 

Rum, Romance and Rebellion. By Charles William 
Taussig. Minton, Balch—How those hardy old New 
Englanders mixed their Medford Rum with mis 
sionaries. 

The Oxford Dictionary. Oxford University Press 
—Dramatic, well-handled list of words in English 
language. Begun in 1884. The last volume (Wise 
to WyzeNn) has just been published. Undoubtedly, 
the biggest book of the year. 


Fiction 

Alice in the Delighted States. 
Dial Press—Swellgrandgorgeous! 

Famous Fimmales from Heestory. By Mi!t Gross 
Doubleday, Doran—Nize babies of other days. 

The Man Who Knew Coolidge. By Sinclair Lewis. 
Harcourt, Brace—Sing a song of satire, a little off 
the key. Dull as Babbitt himself. 

Cambric Tea. By Rebecca Lowrie. Harper's— 
A guide to childhood, as delicate and flower-like as 
its subject. 

Bad Girl. By Vifia Delmar. JHarcourt, Brace— 
An unretouched photograph of hitherto unnoticed 
people. 

The Greene Murder Case. By S. S. Van Dine. 
Scribner’s—Who's who with the .32? You'll never 

ess. Even Philo Vance, the gentleman detective, 
had a hard time of it. 

The Virgin Gueene. By Harford Powel, Jr. 
Little, Brown—An advertising man chucks it all and 
becomes Shakespeare for a day, with highly amusing 
results. 

The Closed Gar¢en. By Julian Green. Harper's 
—Unpleasant, uncomfortable, but we guess it’s Art 

The Bridge of San Luis Rey. By Thorntoo 
Wilder. Boni—Sooner or later you'll read it. 


Perry Githens. 


By Edward Hope. 











LIFE 
acceptable | 


Not until the last vestige of 

ruff is gone can you be con- 

sidered a fastidious person, ac- 
ceptable socially. 





Dandruff? Not a trace! 


If you, or any member of your 
family have the slightest evi- 
dence of dandruff, we urge you 
to try this treatment, which has 
benefited thousands :— 

Simply douse Listerine, full 
strength, on the hair. Vigor- 
ously massage the scalp for- 
ward, backward, up and down. 
Keep up this treatment sys- 
tematically for several days, 





using a little olive oil in case 
your hair is excessively dry. 
You will be amazed at the 
speed and thoroughness with 
which Listerine gets rid of 
dandruff. Even severe cases that 
costly so-called “cures” have 


LISTERINE 


—the safe antiseptic 


You'll like it 


failed to improve, have re- 
sponded to the Listerine meth- 
od. We have the unsolicited 
word of many to this effect. 

The moment you discover dan- 
druff, use Listerine at once—and 
repeatedly. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL 
COMPANY 


ST. LOUIS, MO., U. S. A. 





Listerine Tooth Pasteisas refreshing as 
it is effective, and but 25c a large tube. 
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“HEAVENS! I MADE THE WRONG CHURCH !”—Sdndagsnisse-Strix (Stockholm). 





THE CONVERSATIONALIST 
He was always rather impatient, a _nat- 
ural failing in one so young, and this eve- 
ning, almost before I could remove my hat 
and coat, he had poured out the following 
remarks like a torrent: 

“Ah! there you are Sir and how are you 
tonight and please pat me before I become 
hysterical and sorry I can’t keep still on 
this beastly lino and when are we having 
that walk and I know where your slippers 
are and I have had a hard day too chased 
six cats away had a long argument with 
the butcher’s boy and buried a bone with- 
out hurting our old roses and please Sir 
may I have a biscuit or two?”—Punch. 





LIFE’S BRIGHTEST MOMENT 
A sMALL boy at Pontiac was walking home 
from a music lesson with his violin under 
his arm, when a thief crept up behind him, 
snatched the instrument, and immediately 
disappeared. 

It sounds like a dream come true. Mil- 
lions of small boys like to imagine such a 
theft while practicing on the piano at home, 
but it practically never happens. 

—Detroit News. 





LINES BY ONE WHO WOULD 
FORGET 
Woopman, hew that tree; 
Spare not a single bough: 
I carved the name thereon 
Of one who hates me now. 
—Milwaukee Sentinel. 





MAIN STEMESE 
Davin Bercer of New York University 
says that the giggle-water fiends and their 
girls are saying it this way now: “Tell me 
where I am and [’ll tell you who you are.” 
—New York Graphic. 





“My father was born in poor circumstances, but 
he did a rich man.”—Newspaper Serial. 


We should have kept that quiet. 
—Humorist (London). 





He: Will you be my companionate wife? 
Sue: Oh, this is so modern. 
—Colgate Banter. 





Mvucu has been written about the 
success of the tabloids, but it occurs to us 
that their master minds have one basic 
philosophy: A little child shall read them. 

—New York World. 





THIS WAY OUT 
Lirrre Eva was ascending heavenward jp 
the Squeedunk Opera House by the aid of 
an old-fashioned step-ladder. 

“It’s cold up here, Uncle Tom!” she cried, 
as she reached the Pearly Gates in safety, 

Uncle Tom looked up from where he was 
standing, the tears streaming down his old 
black face. 

“Yes, Missy Eve, it am cold! Mos’ powah- 
ful cold! One mo’ Legree an’ po’ Ol’ Tom 
will be gone fo’evah!” 

Even in his pathos, Uncle Tom was a 
burnt corker. 

—VJ. A. R., in Cleveland Plain Dealer. 
THE STRONG, SILENT TYPE 


“Friday the Thirteenth was the birthday of A. H, 
Wagner of Port Arthur. Wagner was a little 
suspicious of the date, but didn’t say anything, 
The stork arrived with the Wagner’s ninth child 
shortly before midnight.”—Dallas Journal 


He should have said something, by all 
means.—New Yorker. 








“Trutu is stranger than fiction.” 
“Yeh, but they’re apt to sue you for 
printing it.” 
—Louisville Courier-Journal, 























“WELL, WHAT ARE YOU STANDING THERE FOR? WHY DON’T YOU JuMP IN?” 
The Cavalier: 1’'vE JUsT EATEN AND I'M WAITING FOR MY FOOD TO DIGEST. 


—Le Rire (Paris). 
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REASON ENOUGH THE UP AND DOWN OF IT 
He is a man of means, a well-groomed = 


He was a good cook, and the explorers 
oh : KG Ce \ K AS Wy WALLY s : 
fellow who has reached what one might call CCG . 77 4 were trying to persuade him to make the 
the favorable fifties. He spends quite a lot ae wuss = q( (Wi Uy 934 long flight into the wilds with them. 
of his time glancing around at his factories. WS W W - whe wy, “Oh, Rastus! Come on and go! Noth- 
He lives, however, in the smallest town in NS KS “<a » ing’s going to happen to you.” 
which he owns a factory. Recently while he — SS CW “But what if Ah gits up dar and wants to 
was visiting a rather lace-curtain friend of come down in a hurry?” 
his the friend remarked: “But why do you Zs - “Why, didn’t you know the plane was 
stay in such a one-horse town?” equipped with elevators?” 
“Perhaps because I happen to be the Ua “Elevatahs! Hee, hee, hee! Dem eleva- 
horse,” he replied modestly. / J 4 tahs sure to be gwine up jes’ when Ah’s 
—Indianapolis News. Yj a-coming down! No, sah, boss! Not me!” 
—Aero Digest. 








TOO “VOE hachosbvtederd vende Glass Ginger Ale with tablespoonful Abbott's Bitters 
A PASTOR says abolition of religious mar- . Gclighttal tonic end pelstahic. Semple Busters ty mail. 
riage ceremonies might diminish divorce, 
but how'd that affect such cases as Aunt Yi J 
Charity, applying for divorce because “I Uy, , . my, ANTECEDENTS 
done lost my taste for Ephraim”? —_ ; aeanie , ALExaNDEeR Woo.tcorr says that Harpo 
—Louisville Times. _— mg; Marx and Jascha Heifetz, the fiddler 
“THAT REMINDS ME. I MUST HAVE MY prodigy, were talking one day, and Heifetz 
— ae LIGHTER FIXED.” told of his childhood days. When he was 
Two high-pressure song’ writers —Columbia Jester. | seven years old he gave his first recital. 
dashed off a piece about the Bremen flight “I have been a_ self-supporting citizen 
and had it on sale next day in New York. jever since.” 
Those who have heard it claim the boys Ir strikes us that what this country| “Before that,” said Mr. Marx, “I suppose 
pass through several fogs and iand on a| needs is a good harmful cigarette. | you were just a bum.” 


rock.—Detroit News. —New York World. | —Louisville Courier-Journal. 
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Prottowine the 
form of fashion 
with the touch of 
good taste is a dis- 
tinctive attain- 
ment of Werzet. 

















Wedding Outfits 


Send for Price List of 
FORMAL DRESS 





BOSTON PALM BEACH NEWPORT 
LITTLE BUILDING PLAZA BUILDING AUDRAIN BUILDING 
Tremont con. Govisvorn Country Reas 220 Bcucwe 
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—a generous | 

package of Old 

Briar Tobacco—enough to 

give you several hours filled | 

with all of the genuine plea- 
sure of pipe smoking—enough to | 
introduce you to the mellow cheer, 
the solace and contentment that 
are making so many men call— 


TOBACCO 


“the best pipe smoke ever made! 


Light up your pipe filled with Old Briar 
Tobacco. Draw in its rich fragrance. Taste 
its ripe tobacco flavor. Enjoy it awhile. 
Then notice how mild and cool and how 
extra smooth Old Briar is. 

Only the choicest quality tobaccos, en- 
trusted to experts with years of scientific 
knowledge in the art of mellowing and 
blending, could produce Old Briar Tobac- 
co. And only quantity production makes 
it possible at such a sensible price. 


In sizes at 25c, 50c, $1 and $2 


“Of Allthe Pleasures Man Enjoys 
Pipe Smoking Costs the Least” 


United States Tobacco Company, Richmond, Va. 
er stamps--for postage 


Special metmgrosios psa 


and we will send you a generous package of Old Briar 
Tobacco. 


Tear out and Mail this coupon with coin or stamps—to 
SSSR SEESESESSESESEESEEREREEEEEeeeee 
United States Tobacco Co., 

Richmond, Va., U.S. A. 








Se ID eicicencsnnintesensicisienistbonnie eS. 
L.F. 5-17-28 


Send 10c--coin or | 





| 
| 








It Gave Me a Pain 


Or course I couldn’t go on loving a girl 
like that. She was such a stupid creature. 

She was constantly praising me to my 
face in the most hyperbolic terms. 

She was constantly disparaging the 
merits of other men, not excluding John 
Gilbert. 

She was constantly maneuvering me 
into secluded corners. 

She was constantly writing me senti- 
mental notes, and calling me up on the 


‘phone for no other reason than to tell 


me how much she loved me at that par- 
ticular moment. 

She was constantly wearing dresses 
only in the colors I liked, and reading 


| only the books I recommended. 


She was constantly getting into a 
panic over the possibility that I might 
fall in love with somebody else. 

She was constantly laughing at my 
worst jokes. 

She was constantly cooing, cajoling, 
languishing, and quite literally throwing 
herself at me—constantly. 

Finally I told her to stop doing these 
things. She stopped... .. 

Tup. 





To a Little Lady 


So constanTLy for vanished loves you 
grieve, 
So much you mourn the lads who do 
you dirt, 
So endlessly we hear you reassert 
The growing list of lovers who deceive— 
Your protestations tempt us to believe 
You revel in the joy of feeling hurt: 
With pride you flaunt your martyr- 
dom’s hair shirt, 
And know your keart looks pretty on 
the sleeve. 


Methinks the lady doth protest too much: 
Methinks with tongue in cheek she 
doth rehearse 
This tale of woe, continually darker; 
For who could jilt a girl whose sly, deft 
touch 
Inimitably fashions graceful verse? 
Take off that mask: we know you, 
Dorothy Parker! 
N. R. J. 





THE WORLD IS LIKE THAT 
Wnuy is it that any man who has made 
fame and fortune in manufacturing some- 
thing is interviewed and quoted as an au- 
thority on metaphysics, transcendentalism 
and phlebotomy while the learned scholar 
is never sought for his opinions on manu- 
facturing chewing gum or automobiles? 

—Shoe and Leather Reporter. 





Our idea of adding insult to injury 
will burst into full bloom when one of our 
modern young women kills her husband with 
a can epener.—Ohio State Journal. 








Before Shaving 


HINDS CREAM 


3 


Eve ate the apple; 


And now woman pays. 


But why don’t 

They shed some tears 

For poor man 

Whose crop of whiskers 

Is ready for fight 

Each morning? 

Men! 

We’ve found a way 

To take the fight 

Clean out of beards 

Before you lather. 

Try Hinds Cream. 
Before you lather, rub 
in Hinds Cream vigor- 
ren ag ang 


prised how it softens 
the beard! 


Then lather right over 
the Hinds Cream while 
itis still wet. Boy! 
what a clean, smooth, 
easy shave! 


After shaving, rub in 
a little more Hinds 
Cream until your fin- 
gers cling. Your skin 
will feel soft and re- 


laxed all day. 


After Shaving 


HINDS CREAM 





LEHN & FINK, Inc, 
Sole Distributors 





Please send me a sample bortle of Hinds Honey and 
Almond Cream, so I can enjoy asmooth shave for once 


(This coupon not good after June, 1929) 


ose eeeeeneseeeeenereeeeereeenenees ceeeeeeeeeserensereseesesecesseeesee — 
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Shave your face but save your skin 
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The Newspaper Make-up Man 
Does His Best 


To Arouse a Little Public Interest in the 
Oil Scandal ad 
! {voy ie 

“Tue Yankee-Brown tussle at the 4 ERES YOUR LIGHT J — 
Stadium yesterday afternoon furnished > goth ne 
more thrills than a six-ringed circus. In AS 

the first frame, with the sacks loaded, 
Babe Ruth came up, swung madly at two 
that cut the heart of the pan and then 
Senator Caraway (D., Ark.) charged 
that Will H. Hays knew that Harry F. 
Sinclair's $260,000 in Liberty Bonds ad- 
vanced for the Republican deficit in 1923 
was part of the price for Teapot Dome 
and that Hays acted as ‘a fence in 
peddling these stolen goods’ which 
reached the hands of ‘at least four mem- 
bers of the Cabinet’ and the Yanks 
chalked up two more markers in the 
sixth when Lazzeri reached first on a 
beautiful bunt, stole second, and came 
home when Senator Caraway’s charges 
went unchallenged by the Republican 
members of the Senate. 

“In the eighth stanza things suddenly 
began to look dark for the Yanks when 3 
the Browns became enamored of Pen- Aes 
nock’s southpaw slants. Hits crashed and ee \ 

£4 
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zoomed across the diamond with omi- {i 
nous repetition until Senator Norris, in- SS ‘ 
dependent Republican from Nebraska, 

demanded Secretary of the Treasury 
Mellon's resignation for withholding the With her dainty Silhouette Douglass, Lois Wilson snaps a light for Richard Dix. 
fact that Hays had asked him to become 1 
one of the dummy contributors to the 
Republican Campaign Fund who were 


used to conceal the fact that Harry F. 

Sinclair, alleged briber of Albert B. Fall, a 

had put up $260,000 for the Republican { { tT 

deficit in 1923 and after the demon “ O CL 


rescuer Wilcey Moore had fanned Wil- 
liams for the side out, the Bambino put 
over the biggest blast of the day with a 


orl e 9 e 
home run over the right-field wall, 
scoring Durst and Koenig ahead of him. 4 t S automatic 
“The Hugmen and the Browns lock 
horns again tomorrow when Senator 


bree resume his grilling of Hays | Features are many in a Douglass. Sturdy And have you seen the watch-thin Silhou- 
and | . : 
eas build; dependableness; sheer good looks! ette Douglasses? A scarce 379 thousandths 


¥ 


é 
































Her Douglass is silver ended, covered with ostrich skin. It sells for $12.50 


Tupper Greenwald. ys : _ ; 
But because it is antomatic,a Doug- of aninch through, without a change 





lass thrills its owner as no other in the patented Douglass construc- 
GLORY ° ° ’ ° . ° 
“I was talkin’ to Bob McSwatt the other | lighter can. Press the trigger, there s tion.Cases of gold, silver and leathers 


day.” your light! No soiled thumb or ...Styles to match your slightest whim. 
“What? Bob McSwatt of the Yankee- 4 


Giants? You know him?” love, no complicated technique : 
“Sure I ‘ ; “ ‘om aot ume wes tn Ge 6 .” : q Your better shops offer Silhou- 
Sure now him. Him an’ me was in the || | | justa trigger press. 

same squad over in France. 

“Gosh! What'd he have to say?” : 
“Oh, not much. He was just tellin’ me all The Silhouette Douglass 
over again about the time he stood in mess .. like the modern watch also, in convenient cans. 
line next to Sergeant York.” 


—American Legion Monthly. Th 
1é 


Sponsored b Canada: 
“ur y ‘i 
‘ : ny did _ ” ae ae —— thee |HARGRAFT A. W.W. Kyle Co., 
eater just as handsome Ramon Mascara Wricley Bldg. St. Nicholas St. 
was knocked flat by the villain? There was — —— , oe 
me : &e Chicago Montreal 
re to the picture.” / - ‘} f = 
“I know, but I prefer happy endings.” LY 1Te@} 
—Detroit News. " 


ettes at $10 to $1000; Standard 
Douglasses from $5. Douglass fluid 
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When your opponent sneezes 
at the top of your swing... 


—it is not considered good form to 
hit him with anything heavier than 
a mid-iron. This handicap may be 
partially overcome, however, by 
waiting till his back is turned and 
using a properly balanced club for 
the operation. 

On the other hand, if you are 
already using properly balanced 
clubs (Wilson Interrelated Irons, to 
be exact) it will take more than a 
sneeze to throw you off your swing. 


GOLF EQUIPMENT 


WILSON-WESTERN SPORTING GOODS CO. 
New York Chicago San Francisco 
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Belmont 
Hospitality 
Gap To See You? 


WHEN you are ushered 
through the imposing portals 
of the Belmont you enter a 
warm, home-like atmosphere 
very welcome and restful to 
the tired traveler. 

In spite of the imposing 
architectural details of the 
lobby and its handsome 
equipment there is an inde- 
finable feeling that you are 
arriving at the home of some 
good friend. Every moment 
that passes heightens that 
impression. 

You feel that the courteous 
greeting of the room clerk is 
not merely perfunctory, that 
he is trying his best to give 
you the very best the hotel 
affords. From that moment 
on every employee of the 
hotel gives you the comfort- 
able feeling that they are 
glad to see you. And they are. 


Hotel Belmont 
Park Ave. and 42nd St. 
At Grand Central Terminal 


New York City 


A Bowman Bittmore Hore 





FLASHES FROM 


THE 


The Optimist: “I can see 
good in anything.” 


The Motorist: “That so? Can 
you see good in driving 
at night without a 


SPORT-LITE?” 


UNITY MBG. CO. 

2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 

Please send information on SPORT-LITES. 
IT 0 Bi vcaictinscnnccinsccscescenstnstiiiiienttlintecaiaiadigdiee 


City 





The pe Siena on 
m driving lights 


Longer, Stronger Beam 
easiest to operate. Most 
beautiful appearing — moder- 
ately priced. A standard acces- 
sory with most cars. Complies 
with legal restrictions in all 
states. spe size $25.00— 
small size $17.50. 


Fill out coupon for information. 


UNITY MFG. CO. 
2017 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 
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Daisy and Daphne 


By Rose Macaulay. Boni & Liveright, 


Miss DapHne Daisy Simpson’s fate 
Was psychologically cruel; 

An English girl of low estate, 
Her personality was dual. 


Miss Daisy owned a timid soul 

Of snobbishness and fibs compacted; 
Miss Daphne symbolized the role 

That Daisy loved and sometimes acted, 


As Daphne, pretty, bright, alive, 
Upon occasion mildly flirty, 

Piquant she was and twenty-five; 
As Daisy she was plain and thirty. 


When Daphne caught a nice young man, 
Her lower self evolved a hazy 

And surely ineffective plan 
To cloak the truth that she was Daisy. 


She never told that Daisy wrote 
Perverted news and sloppy fiction 

And came of folks of little note 
With vulgar ways and faulty diction. 


Such facts, though ably lied about, 
Are never safely under cover; 

Of course they found Miss Daisy out, 
And that’s the way she lost her lover. 


While Daisy loves him quite a bit 
And grieves for him, beyond con- 
jecture, 


Her latest book has made a hit 


And so she’s coming here to lecture. 


I hope she wins a truer swain 
As courtly as Sir Walter Raleigh, 
Achieves a finer soul and brain 
And learns to write like Rose 
Macaulay. 


Arthur Guiterman. 





TRYING DAYS 
Wuo can blame the young ladies that 
carry steaming things about in restaurants 
if they become irritated these days? One of 
them, thoughtful and adream, placed before 
a large pettish lady, who had ordered cocoa, 
a cup of black coffee. “What is this?” cried 
the lady. “What is this? I say!” Everyone 
looked up. “That, madam,” said the waitress 
sweetly, “is the Panama Canal.” 
—New Yorker. 





Minister (on the links): I notice that the 
players who get the lowest scores never 
swear. 

Gioomy Goxrer (digging another slice of 
turf): Why the heck should they? 

—Metropolitan Golfer. 


et 





Americanism—The law assuming yo 
are innocent until proved guilty; the public 
assuming you are guilty and will be p 
innocent.—Columbia State. 
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Lawn Tennis a la C. C. Pyle 


“Turty dollars love! Dollar one!.... 
Splendid! That was a cracking good re- 
turn of that four bits!” 

“But I’m sure it hit outside, old fel- 
low! I don’t care what the judges say, 
I'm sure they awarded me the money un- 
fairly!” 

“Really, that’s awfully good of you, 
but I’m sure the dollar struck the line— 
| saw a spurt of gold dust fly up when it 
hit. Take the money, old man; I insist! 
Thirty dollars all! Dollar one!” 

“A dollar, net. Certainly tough, old 
chap.” 

“Don’t mention it! Dollar two! Dollar 
three!....Ah, a corking backhand, old 
boy! I never for a moment thought you'd 
cash in on that one! It was a sparkling 
bit of play! Let’s see, now, how does the 
set stand?” 

“Why, it’s $600—$100—$600—$600 
in your favor, old man!” 

Paul S. Powers. 





GOOD, CLEAN FUN 
Sarvoxnic want advertisement in the emi- 
nent Detroit Free Press: 

“FATHER AND SON WEEK 


“We furnish clowns, magicians, ventriloquists. 
Phone Dell, Cherry 1557.” ‘ 
—American Mercury. 





\ youne groom is referred to in the 
wedding story as one of the country’s best 
saxophone players, although some contend a 
good saxophonist is like a good Indian. 

—Detroit News. 





“Is sug capable of affection?” 
“Capable? She’s positively contagious.” 
—Washington §& Lee Mink. 


a 
An idy]l of 


an idling stream 





A rorm of motion, the “Old Town” glides 
across the mirror stream. . . . Reflections 
on tiny ripples. . . . Colors blend and clash in 
Tiot. . . . At a stroke of the blade the canoe 
darts forward, swift and smooth and light. 

“¢ id Towns” are patterned after actual Indian 
models, ir graceful lines mean steadiness 
and easy handling. Priced as low as $67. From 
dealer or factory. 

New catalog gives complete information about 
Sailing canoes, square-stern canoes, dinghies, etc. 
Also fast, seaworthy boats for Outboard Motors. 
Write for free copy today. Otp Town Canoe Co., 
1836 Middle Street, Old Town, Maine, 


‘Old Town Canoes 
—— ee 








GIVE US 


your gOssip 


on thts 


MENTHOL-COOLED SMOKE 


A swift rise to fame quite naturally 
leaves a broad wake of comment. 

Thus with Spud. ..a year ago only a 
cigarette idea...today, the most dis- 
cussed sensation in Cigarette sales. 

Never a cigarette that brought so 
many different reactions from so many 
different people! 

What is your opinion of this cigarette 
that actually and noticeably cools? 

Do you liken Spud’s first puff to a 
**veritable whiff of coolness’’? Does 
the next puff, and the next, continue 
that coolness? Is the final result a last- 
ingly moist-cool throat...even after 
the third pack? 

The skipper of a famous ocean grey- 
hound argues that Spud’s first puff is 
like ‘‘a deep breath on the quarter- 
deck.”’ 

A Yale man vows that Boola-Boola 
throats never rang so loud and clear 
now that Spud sits securely on the Yale 
fence. 

A young Chicago matron says Spud 
is found on all North Side bridge tables 
...because Spud enjoyment and Spud 
fragrance can last twenty-one rubbers 
as well as one. 

We want all the Spud experience we 
can get. ..the more personal the better. 


Disregard our own pleasant theories 
and claims. Give us your opinion. 
We have $4,000 to tempt you into 
writing. You have 559 chances to win. 
Come on! Set aside five or ten min- 
utes... light a Spud for inspiration and 
go to it! 


Ist Prize - $1000 
2nd Prize 500 
3rd Prize 250 
4th Prize ° e 100 
Next 5 Prizes $50 each 250 
Next 10 Prizes 20 each 200 
Next 40 Prizes 10 each . 400 
Next100 Prizes 5 each > 500 
Next 400 Prizes 2 each ok 800 
559 Prizes in all, totaling $4000 


THE JUDGES: 

FREDERICK C. KENDALL, Editor of “Adver- 
tising and Selling”. 

JOHN LEE MAHIN, Vice-President, Street 
Railways Advertising Company. 

FLOYD W. PARSONS, Feature Writer, Editorial 
Director of several business papers and special 
writer for The Saturday Evening Post. 


CONTEST DETAILS 
1—Write a letter of 300 words or less, describing 
what you think of Spud Cigarettes. 2— Use one 
side slouee only. Put name and address on man- 
uscript. 3— Address envelope to P. O. Box 2374, 
Louisville, Kentucky. 4— Envelope must be post- 
marked before midnight June 30, 1928. 5—No 
communications acknowledged. No manuscripts 
returned. 6—In case of ties, each tying contestant 
will be awarded the full amount of the prize tied 
for. 7—Contestants agree to accept decision of 
udges as final. 8—Emoloyees of Axton- Fisher 

obacco Company are not eligible, 





AXTON- FISHER TOBACCO CO., Inc., Louisville, Ky., Largest Independent Cigarette Manufacturer 





SPUD 


menthol -cooled 


CIGARETTES 
20 for 20¢ 





IF you do not now use Spud, you may have a sam- 
ple (free) by addressing the manufacturer. If Spud 
Cigarettes are not obtainable near you, and you 
wish a supply for yourself or your friends, send 
stamps, check or money order for single package 
of 20 (20¢) or tin of 100 ($1.00); please name dealer. 
FREE BOOKLET 

It gives entertainingly, the story of Spud Cigarettes 

what people have said about them. Use coupon. 


Axton- Fisher Tobacco Co., Inc., Louisville, Ky. 


PLEASE send free booklet, ‘‘Welcome, little stranger.’’ 





Name 





Address aoce 
If you wish SPUD CIGARETTES, check below ; 
CF Sample DO) Package of 20 (Enclose 20¢) 
DC Tin of 100 (Enclose $1.00). 
&L. 





Name eof Dealer. 











‘Spalding 


you have lied to me 


{ An episode in four telegrams } 


A. G. SPALDING & BROS., NEW YORK CITY 


SPALDING YOU HAVE LIED TO ME STOP ADMIT KROFLITE CANNOT BE CUT BUT YOU ALSO SAY 
IT CANNOT BE OUTDRIVEN STOP IN MATCH WITH PRO TODAY HE OUTDROVE ME AVERAGE OF 
THIRTY YARDS STOP CAN YOU EXPLAIN THIS 

WALDO P. CRAGG 


WALDO P. CRAGG, BAR HARBOR, MAINE 
SUGGEST YOU SWAP BALLS WITH PRO STOP YOU PLAY HIS AND LET HIM PLAY KROFLITE 
A. G. SPALDING & BROS. 


A. G. SPALDING & BROS. NEW YORK CITY 


TOOK YOUR SUGGESTION STOP PRO OUTDROVE ME AVERAGE OF FIFTY: YARDS STOP HOW CAN 
I GET DISTANCE AS GREAT AS PROS 
WALDO P. CRAGG 


WALDO P. CRAGG, BAR HARBOR, MAINE 
BUY A CANNON 





Guaranteed for 72 holes 


We absolutely ee replacement of any 

Kro-Flite ball which is cut through or becomes 

unplayable from ne! cause in 72 holes of play. 
i 


But we honestly believe that every Kro-Flite is 
good for many more holes than 72, for it is 
practically indestructible. 


J RO-FLITE 
os TS oo S. & B. 
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The Tower of Babel 


“Tuart dirty shirt? Say, I wouldn’t work 
on that sheet if I owned it!... .—turned 
in a column of good stuff and he cut jt 
to six lines—.. . Well, well! How’s things 
in Boston, Pete? The Monitor sili 
knocking ’em dead?...—oh, yeah, he 
can write, but he don’t know news ap 
more than my aunt’s hind leg!. . . This 
is the way you do it: you put in an order 
for expenses—...—one terrible slave 
driver. Simon Legree was a lady sida 
him....Gosh, I’m sorry, old son, alj 
I’ve got is a dollar and a half. . . . Messen. 
ger! Anybody call a messenger? . . .—sent 
me all of the way out there, too, 
when he knew darn well she’s left town; 
that’s the kind of a—...—on a slab up 
at Davy Jones’ Locker, but it’s not the 
same man—...—and all the front page 
ink Ae ever got you could put in your 
eye and have room enough left for the 
Berengaria Lamb! Lamb! My God, 
what a paper, where the hell is LAMB? 
.—matter with the Old Man? Seems 
to have a bee in his trousers—.. . Elbow 
room, men! Just sold a spoof story by the 
word! Don’t speak to me. I’m an author 
now....—a sweet fight, Dave. | was 
right down where I could hear the ears 
flatten out....—he’d marry his grand- 
mother to get his name in the—. . . Hey, 
anybody know where Ceefus Street is? 
.~and you can’t even get a decent cup 
of coffee—...-—sure was a good guy; it's 
a darn shame!...Say, listen, if the Old 
Man wants me, I’ve just this minute 
stepped out, see?...Take your rotunda 
off my pet language-piano, Bill, I gotta 
work--...—the bullet in his neck was 
from her revolver, but they can’t figure 
who shot him in the abdomen—... 
‘-wonderful to be a reporter,’ she sighs. 
Heh! Heh! Heh!. ..—well, my slant on 
this theosophy racket is—...—one of the 
Deputy Chiets crawled through that hole 
just in time to get the whole stream right 
in his gold teeth! Funny? I thought I'd 
—...—she says, ‘Are you from the 
press?’ and I says, ‘Oh, no, ma’am—’... 
surely get it back to you pay-day, Sam. 
...Pinnotz, orrinchiss, sperrmintta gum, 
siggrettz—...Hey, Tony, my _ love, | 
want an orrinch!...Luckies, Tony!... 
--a desk man now, the lazy slob—...- 
and get a picture of Sumner—you know, 
the vice addict... .—-sorry, Ed, only got 
two dollars myself. ..—-so this baby-Bernm 
hardt says—...—-haven’t seen your darn 
glue-pot; why don’t you chain it to your 
vest?...—just for a day or so, Sid, sure 
is an accommodation—...Parker! Park- 
er! Where the ell is PARKER?. . .Oh, 
Joe, could you let me have ten until— 
...Pinnotz, siggrettz, orrinchiss.. . .” 


Heman Fay, |r. 





“Husband and wife or near relatives are rarely 
seated side by side at a dinner but are given © 
genial partners.”—Newark Star-Eagle. 


Fairy Life in America; or, What Every 
Psychoanalyst Knows—New York World 

















“Now Look Up!” 


¢ Nees one class of 
pictures—known to one class of camera 
enthusiasts—for which the very best 
equipment in the whole world is the only 
kind that will do. Child pictures...parents 
know the thrill of fleeting expression. 


The instant the child looks up—before 
there’s time to pose—there’s a thousandth 
‘of a second worth many times the price 
of a Graflex. . . + . « « * 








And now there’s a Graflex priced within 
‘reach of everybody. + + * «* « 


ee 


Graflex 3%4"x4*4"—speed up to 1/1000 sec- 
ond—$80. Other models from $85 to $375. 


Featured by A Good Dealer Everywhere 














FOLMER GRAFLEX CORP. ROCHESTER, NEW YORK 
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“S86 Nave you written 


your letter to the editor ’ 


Write to the Editor mow. Tellhim what You won’t want to miss, Robert Bench- 

. eee ley, John Kieran, Robert Sherwood, Henry 
you think of the new LIFE with its new Suydam, Walter Winchell, Baird Leonard, 
make-up and new features. How did Agnes Smith, Franklin P. Adams, Neal 


; O’Hara, Grantland Rice, Edmund Pear- 
you like Neighborhood News and the a, SERS Ties, Some Ewer 


son, Milt Gross, and many another, in 
other new departments? We want the Lures to come. Obey that impulse! 
your opinion! Just to make it absurdly 
easy, we have worked out for you the 
kind of opinion we like best. It’s the 
kind of opinion that’s wortha lotto us, 
when you come right down to it 
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© P. Lorillard Co., Est, 1760 





EMOTIONAL MOMENTS 


THE LIFE OF 


comes in suddenly after you have 
come home from a dance, and finds 
you in a tight clutch with a young 


man, just .. . Offer Dad a MURAD. 








A FLAPPER 


When your father 














NORWAY ,Aupreesnee 
MEDITERRANEAN 
Cruise, s s “‘Lancastria,’’ June 30 
52 days, $600—$1300; Lisbon, Spain, 
Tangier, Algiers, Italy, Riviera, Sweden, 
Norway, Scotland, Berlin, (Paris, London). 

Short Cruise, omitting Norway, $475. 
Jan. 16 Round the World Cruise, $1000 up 
Jan. 30 Mediterranean Cruise, 66 days, $600 up 


Frank C. Clark, TimesBidg., N.Y. 





Rent a small car 
-.. $50.00 a week 
up ... see twice 


PARTOUT TOURE INGinc 
UTO SERVICE ABROA 
551 FIFTH AVE. NEW YORK CITY 





No matter whether you plan 
to spend $300 or $3000, our 
specially prepared descriptive 
booklet, sent free on request, 
will be invaluable. Tours 
with escort. Independent 
Tours. Private Auto Tours. 


DEAN & DAWSON, Ltd. 
500 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y. 
Established 57 years 
40 European Offices 

PARIS ROME 


LONDON CAIRO 








Rose and aan, 





PAINLESS DENTISTRY 

To THe Epiror oF Lire. 
Sr: 

Enclosed find check covering the 
subscription price for two years of Lire, 
It is a fine little magazine and is the one 
that all the patients read while waiting 
for the dentist. 

Dr. G. E. Cox 


WILMINGTON, DEL. 





“JUST BETWEEN US GIRLS” 
To THE Epiror oF Lire. 
Sir: 
I had made it a custom to give 
Lire to my husband as a Christmas gift, 
and it was enjoyed by the entire family 
BUT—I never DID approve of your ridi 
culing our Prohibition law, for it’s a LAW 
just as much as any other—and whether 
it’s a GOOD law or not, is a matter of 
opinion. I take the stand that in ridicul 
ing any law of the United States, one is 
a traitor. That’s plain language, but 
whenever I looked at one of your hor- 
rible cartoons—it made my blood boil. 
To think that the public would stand for 
a thing like that—and should I renew 
my subscription, I would be an accessory. 
You are WRONG—I am not one who 
makes a fight for the Volstead Act—but 
I respect all the laws of this great land 
of ours, and feel that those who DO 
fight for it, know the situation better 
than I do—and if it were not a good 
law, so many people would not sanction 
it. Enuf said—but do not send us any 
more of the inclosed literature, until you 
change the policy of your publication, 
which I realize will never be done, so 
long as the monied powers are backing 
you up in your stand—but we are sup- 
planting Lire with another publication, 
equally good and BETTER in this ONE 
respect. 
Mrs. 
Lawson, Ga. 


GENEVIEVE P. FLINN 





WE WANT MORE OF THESE 
To THE Eprror oF Lire. 
Sir: 

In August I sent you one dollar 
and threatened to subscribe a full year 
when that bit had expired, if I were able 
to do so. If it were not that our whole 
family are strong adherents of the Vol- 
stead law, I would probably prefer to 
buy a quart with this money and enjoy 
the best in life, but being prohibitionists 
we are spending this for the pleasure 
your publication affords us, regardless 0 
the leaning you have toward the wets. 

Mrs. Ernest Amos 
TALLAHASSEE, FLa. 

















Do you eat with 
a tin spoon ? 


Ofcourse not! You take pride 
in your gleaming silver, your 
fine linen, your sparkling crys- 
tal. But what sort of a liter- 
ary table do you set for your 
family? Are you satisfied with 
the dregs of cheap fiction, lurid 
philosophy and all the other 
sensational products that pass 
for literature? 











IN PURE GOLD pe! ( {1 The Golden Book) 
We Have laid this feast for Your Mind 


In this busy age you haven’t time to search 
through vast libraries for those hidden treas- 
ures of literature that stimulate your mind, 
that broaden your view point, that give you 
that general air of savoir faire. In these dis- 
tracting days of rush and hurry, you need at 
hand a treasure chest of literary creations to 
answer your every mood. ...The Golden Book 
is the only magazine that fills this particular 
need. In it you will find the cream of the mod- 
erns as well as the proven masterpieces of the 


past. There are no “ups” and “downs” with 
The Golden Book—each month you will find a 


golden feast of short stories,essays, poems and 
plays—chosen from the market of the world. 


We want to prove you'll like the Golden Book— 
at the risk of forming a new habit, mail the 
Special introductory coupon today that will 
bring you six issues of this splendid magazine 


FOR ONLY $422 » 2 : inv estintenrieneniunsnonetssessaces : 





If you are a literary connoisseur, Mr. 

Lanier, the editor, will bring to you each 

month those exquisite pieces of writing 

that satisfy the knowing mind. If 

you're a little uncertain in your 

literary tastes, let Mr. Lanier 

lead you through new paths» 

of thought that educate — 
The 


as well as entertain. 
? Golden 


ya Book 

THIS COUPON IS Magazine 
GOOD FOR A 7 55 Fifth Ave., 
LIMITED TIME. 7 New York 

MAIL IT 

TODAY. 7 Enclosed please find $1.00, 


for which send The Golden 
Book for six months to the ad- 
dress below. 


£ Addres 
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You—and Your Future 


A Starched Collar alone won't put you 
in the President’s chair—but it won't 
keep you out. 


The climb up the ladder is hard 
enough without adding unnecessaty 
handicaps. 


The collar for business is a Starched 


Collar. 


The latest Arrows are 
low, light - weight, 
comfortable, STYLISH 


ARROW Starched COLLARS 
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How to Find Something (o 
Anything) in the Basement 


LeT us suppose you are looking for the 
hedge-clippers. First turn on the light, if / 
you can find it, and descend. Find that 
one of the steps is getting wobbly. Start 
for the storeroom and step on one of 
Junior’s roller skates. Pick yourself up 
and look in dark corners, draping your 
head and neck with cobwebs. Sample the 
wife’s home-made wine. Go into the 
storeroom at last and impale your eye op 
a jutting hoe-handle. Find that old pipe 
you were looking for. More cobwebg, 
Discover old magazine containing firg 
installment of a detective story. Sit dowm 
to read, and become aware of up-ended 
nail in old crate. Look into Grandmag 
ancient trunk for probable heirlooms) 
Find photograph taken of you in h 
ing togs. Amble into more dark corner 
stumbling on garden hose, the old of 
painting of Aunt Tillie, antiquated fy 
niture and Grandpa’s Civil War hows 
itzer. Find jug of cider that wouldn’t get 
hard and sniff contents hopefully. 

Hear wife’s voice telling you that she 
found hedge-clippers in the attic where 
you put them last fall. Sample home. 
made wine again and ascend, making 
sure to turn off the light. 


John Elmore. 
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TRYING TO PLACE IT 
Ir 1s a well-known fact that circus people 
place certain episodes in their lives by their 
relation to other events, such as the year 
of the big blizzard, or the day of the ’Frisco 
quake. 

One of the Ringling Brothers’ lion tam- 
ers was being interviewed by a newspaper 
man, who finally asked, “What was the most 
exciting experience you ever had?” 

The lion man then described a_ thrilling 
night when a king of beasts had sprung 
him, knocked him down, clawed a great 
gash in his back, torn open both arms 
nearly severed a leg. 

“When did that all happen?” asked the 
absorbed scribe. 

“Lemme see,” replied the lion tame 
scratching his ear and appealing to a 
panion. “What happened that year, F 

—New York Sum 





IMPRESSED 

A cotorep prisoner, a fellow taken 
banditry, came before Judge Rosalsky @ 
General Sessions, so a lawyer we know # 
tests, and was held in bail of twenty-itt 
thousand dollars. When statement 
made from the bench to this effect at 
were surprised that the Negro was @ 
dismayed. Rather there was a look’ 
admiration in his eyes. As he was 
toward the Bridge of Sighs and jail 
remarked: “Dat ge’man sho’ does talk 
magnificent figures..—New Yorker. 





Ir took a Pennsylvania turtle 
four years to walk two miles. It is 
known whether he delivered the telegt 

—Detroit New 


